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PI^BPAGB. 

In  the  vast  field  of  Sacred  Song,  to  which  numerous  additions  are  an- 
nually made,  of  a  truth  it  may  be  said,  "  many  are  called,  but  few  chosen." 
"While  the  vast  majority  of  these  hymns  and  tunes  either  fall  flat  entirely, 
or  have  at  the  best  but  a  brief  existence,  yet  occasionally  there  are  some 
which  seem  to  be  born  with  something  of  immortality  in  them,  and  they 
become  what  we  may  appropriately  designate  as  "Unfading  Treasures." 

Many  of  these  have  come  down  to  us  through  the  hallowed  days  of  the 
past,  while  others,  though  of  more  modern  origin  and  inspiration,  yet  pos- 
sess the  same  spirit  that  "brightened  Isaiah's  vivid  page." 

From  the  former,  and  the  latter,  through  the  kindness  of  authors,  pub- 
lishers and  other  owners  of  copyrights,  the  compilers  have  made  this  col- 
lection of  Sacred  Songs,  which  we  trust  will  enable  all  who  use  it  to  "  sing 
with  the  spirit  and  with  the  understanding  also." 

Jno.  R.  Sweney'. 

Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 

T.  C.  O'Kane. 


COPYRIGHT  NOTICE. 
To  PRINT,  for  sale  or  otherwise,  any  copyright  hymn  of  this  collection,  unless 
written  permission  shall  have  been  obtained,  is  an  infringement  of  copyright. 

The  Publishers. 

(2) 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


B    HiLLYARD  SwENEY. 


1.  Ho  -  ly,    ho  -  ly,     ho  -  ly ;    An  -  gel  voi  -  ces    sing  -  ing ; 

2.  Ho  -  ly,    ho  -  ly,     ho  -  ly ;    Grandest  mu  -  sic    swell -ing; 

3.  Ho  -  ly,    ho  -  ly,     ho  -  ly ;  Come,  let  us     a  -  dore    him ; 

I  ^ 


9  <5>  LH^-i — 0  a  0 —  U 


Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly, 
Ho  -  ly,  ho  -  ly, 
Ho  -  ly,     ho  -  ly, 


ho  -  ly.  Thro' high  heav- en  ring  -  ing. 
ho  -  ly.  All  sweet  notes  ex  -  cell  -  ing. 
ho  -    ly.    Hum-  bly  bow    be  -  fore  him. 


.If: 


ii 


From  that  temple,  pure  and  bright,  Bathed  in  streams  of  crystal  light, 
Those  who  conquered  by  his  might,  Wearing  now  their  crowns  of  light, 
Wisdom,  glo  -  ry,  love  and  might.  With  the  ser  -  a  -  pliim    n  -  nite 

^  i  »  M  «     .  - 


'  ■  1  1 

-i  1^ — 1  

-J  «  ^  

 -  ^  '-r 

4_  ,  

-  «j  ^  ^  1  . 

— -  f— 

L_J  0  ^  0 — j 

Hear  the  ev  -  er  -  lasting  hymn,  Ho  -  ly,     ho  -  ly,     ho  -  ly. 
Join    the  ev  -  er  -  lasting  hymn.  Ho  -  ly,     ho  -  ly,     ho  -  ly. 
In     the  ev  -  er  -  lasting  hymn,  Ho  -  ly,     ho  -  ly,     ho  -  ly. 


4         She'll  iie  SCfterc  Some  Hag. 

Edgar  Pags.  Jno.  R.  Swenby. 

 ^  1  f^-r-j^-^  ^  1 — ^-1- — I — 1  ^. 


1.  I've  heard  of  streets  of  purest  gold,  Where,  safe  within  the  Saviour's  fold, 

2.  I've  heard  of    jasper  v^alls  so  grand.  I  fain  w^ould  fly  and  on  them  stand, 

3.  I've  heard  of  choirs  of  saints  in  white.  Who  sing  and  chant  their  soul's  delight, 

4.  I've  heard  of  him    upon  the  throne,  The  mighty  King  and  God  alone, 

5.  Then  let  the  hap  -  py  moments  fly  That  speed  me  to  my  home  on  high  ; 


^  wi  * 

Sweet  peace  flows  on,   a  qui  -  et  sea,  Where  saints  from  ev'ry  care  are  free. 

And  view  the  soul    entrancing  scene,  Learn  what  eternal  joys  shall  mean. 
Who  harp  and  shout  their  praise  so  well  That  angels  fail  such  love  to  tell. 
T'ward  him  my  soul's  de-  sire  shall  tend,  He  is  my  Lov-  er.  Saviour,  Friend. 
None  can  "molest   or  make  afraid,"  While  in  his  blood  my  trust  is  stayed. 
A.  M.         jgt.  ^  ^  .51  ^ 


CHORUS. 


(Si--- 


'im  '.'  ft 


We'll  be    there  .  .  .  some  day,  .  .  Where  all  tears  are  wiped    a  -  way, 

^.       JP.  .fS.  .(2.' 





\  X"!  1  1~ 

— ai-p^  ^ 

- — P#  #- 


0-^ 


1 — r 

We'll  be  there  when  comes  the  dawning     Of  the  new,  tri  -  umphant 
R     .  -  ^  '  ^  -ff- 


t=-t 


:t=:|  1  1 


morning.  We'll  be  there  .  .  some    day,  .  We'll  be  there  .  .  some  day. 


tfjnt  eomett)  ttnto  i&t. 


E.  E.  HEvm-T. 

^  ^  ^ 


John  vi.  37. 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRlCK. 


1.  Listen  to  the  blessed  invitation,  Sweeter  than  the  notes  of  angel-song, 

2.  Weary  toiler,  sad  and  heavy-laden,    Joyfully  the  great  salvation  see, 

3.  Come,ye  thirsty,to  the  living  waters,Hungry,come  and  on  his  bounty  feed, 


1^: 


-0—9- 


i 


Chiming  softly  with  a  heavenly  cadence,  Calling  to  the  passing  throng. 
Close  beside  thee  stands  the  Burden  Bearer,  Strong  to  bear  thy  load  and  thee. 
Wot  thy  fitness  is  the  plea  to  bring  him,  But  thy  pressing  utmost  need. 


 ^  ^. 


w — I  u — j— . 


i 


CHORUS.  1^ 


Him  that  cometh  unto  me,  unto  me.  Him  that  cometh  unto  me, 


^  +!^' 


-•-  -9- -9 


-f*--#-. 


■9 — 9--9-9 


^-5 


Him  that  cometh  nn-  to  me,  un  -  to  me,  I  will  in  no    wise  cast  out. 

— 9  ■»  9 — • — 9 — 9  r9^' — h 


.0 — ^.i. 


-» — 9- 


1 


-» — »- 


r 


4  **  Him  that  cometh,'-  blind  or  maimed 
or  sinful 

Cometh  for  his  healing  touch  divine, 
For  the  cleansing  of  the  blood  so  precious, 
Prove  anew  this  gracious  line. 


5  Coming  humbly,  daily  to  this  Saviour, 
Breathing  all  the  heart  to  him  in 
prayer;  [mansions* 

Coming  some  day  to  the  heavenly 
He  will  give  thee  welcome  thereo 


Copyright,  1888,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatriok. 


Jno.  R.  SwENEy. 


1.  Conquering  now  and  still  to  conquer,  Rideth  a  King  in     his  might, 

2.  Conquering  now  and  still  to  conquer,  Who  is  this  wonder  -  ful  King? 
8.  Conquering  now  and  still  to^  conquer,  Jesus,  thou  Ruler     of  all, 

K    N-A^l.     r    ^^^^  *-r»  \  r-^- 


i 


D 


-«-T- 


Leading  the  host  of  all  the  faithful  In- to  the  midst  of  the  fight; 
Whence  are  the  armies  which leadeth,  While  of  his  glo  -  ry  they  sing? 
Thrones  and theirsceptresallshall  perish,  Crowns  and  their  splendor  shall  fall. 


l>  u 
H  \  -IS — ^-, 

1  1 

-J — 1 

— r- 

 i— 

IJ  J 

He  is  our  Lord  and  Redeem  -  er.  Saviour  and  monarch  di  -  vine, 
Yet  shall  the  arm-  ies  thou  leadest,  Faithful  and  true  to    the  last. 


m 


i 


— « — J 

ri.  J.  1 

s 

— 

— a — « 

They  are  the  stars  that  for  -  ev  -  er  Bright  in  his  kingdom  will  shine. 
Find  in  thy  mansions  e  -  ternal  Rest,  when  their  warfare  is  past. 


is    the  bat-  tie,  Not  to  the  swift  is   the  race, 


Copyright,        by  Jdo.  R.  Sweney. 


©tctorfi  JKtjrottflft  ©race*— CONCLUDED 


Yet  to  the  true  and  the  faithful  Vict'iy  is  promised  through  grace. 
_  m._^.^mft.sL-.fi-±.tZ  ,  It-^^,  1  1 


w    u  *^     I  ^ 


Mil  tov  3tms. 


Mary  D,  James. 


4— d-£— 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 

d— 


1.  All    for  Je  -  sus!  all  for    Je- sus!  All    my  being's  ransomed  powers: 

2.  Let    my  hands  perform  his  bidding,  Let    ray  feet  run  in  bis  ways — 

3.  Worldlings  prize  their  gems  of  beauty,  Cling  to  gild- ed  toys  of  dust, 

4.  Since  my  eyes  were  fixed  on  Je-  sus,  I've  lost  sight  of  all    be-  sides; 

5.  Oh,  what  wonder!  how  a  -  mazing!  Je  -  sus,  glorious  King  of  kines — 


— 

• 

.  * 

*  0 

»    U  - 

0 — 

1 

0 — 

-1  '4^— 

i  
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All  ray  thoughts,  and  words,  and  doings,  All  my  days,  and  all  my 
Let    my  eyes  see    Je  -  sus  on  -  ly,  Let  my  lips  speak  forth  his 
Boast  of  wealth,  and  fame,  and  pleasure:  On-  ly    Je  -  sus  will  I 

So  enchained  my  spirit's  vis-  ion,  Looking  at  the  Cru-  ci  - 
Deigns  to  call  me  his    be-  lov  -  ed,  Lets  rae  rest  beneath  his 

J    ♦    J  - 


I 

hours, 
praise, 
trust. 
•  fied. 
wings. 


i 

D.S. — All  for    Je  -  SUS;    blessed  Je  -  sus!  1 

CHORUS. 

-I- 


am   his,  and  he,  is  mine, 

D.S. 


All  for  Je  -  sus!  blessed  Je  -  sus!  All  for  Je  -  sus,  gladly  I  resign; 


8 


1 


Jessie  H.  Brown,       "I  will  trust  and  not  be  afraid."  Isaiah  xii.  2.    D.  B,  Towner.   By  per. 


1.  An-  ywhere  with  Je-  sua  I  cau  safe  -  ly        go,     An-  ywhere  He 

2.  An-  ywhere  with  Je-  sus  I  am  not     a   -  lone,     Other  friends  may 

3.  An-  ywhere  with  Je-  sus  I  can  go     to  sleep,  When  the  darkling 

■^^  .  ....  I 


iS 


m 


leads  me  in  this  world  be  -    low.       Anywhere  without  him,  dearest 

fail  me.  He    is  still  my  own.     Tho'  his  hand  may  lead  me  o  -  ver 

shadows  round  a- bout  me  creep;    Knowing  I  shall  waken  nev-er 

I      ^     fl     ^    JIL.'  mT^^*     ^     ^     ^     JIL    ^  ^ 


i 


:^=z^:^^_J  ^—1= 


joys  would    fade,      Anywhere  with 
drearest      ways,      Any wht  re  with 
more    to       roam,      Anywhere  with 


Je-  aus  I  am  not  a  -  fraid. 
Je-  sus  is  a  house  of  praise. 
Je-  sus  will  be  home,  sweet  home. 


'  1 — — r — ^ 

CHORUS. 

— *-1  

— i  ^ — V — 

r 

J     r  ! 

-I  1- 
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jx   -  y- where! 

0  m  

 1  i  T^—i- 

 '—l^ 

an   -   y- where! 

'  r  r — \ — 

Fear      I     can  -  not 

know, 

m 

i  ^ 

 N-J 


L 

•ft  H 

^  

ft. 

J-  1 

5-1 

— 

[  n— i- 

'  CoDyrli? 

^  1  

It..  1887.  by  D.  B.  Towner. 

F.  A.  B. 


-N---«= 


1.  Glo  -  ry    to     Je  -  sus,    he    saves    e-  ven    me!    All    my  guilt 

2,  Wand'ring  he  found  me     a  -  far  from  the  fold,    Per  -  ish  -  iug 
3*   Safe  -  ly  and  sweet  -  ly     he  keeps  me  each  day,  Gent  -  ly,  so 
4.  Bless  -  ed  com  -  pan  -  ion-  ship!  cheer-  ing  'me  .  so!  Sweet  -  er  and 


9- 


fcifi: 


4  f 


P 


ii 


nail  -  ing     to  Cal  -    va-  ry's  tree ;  Paid    is   the  deht  and 

there    in     the  dark  -  ness  and  cold;  Half    of   his  good- ness 

gent  -  ly     he  leads     all  the  way ;  An-  swers  of  peace  sends 

sweet -er   each  day     shall  it    grow,  Till      to    he  like  him 

4 — 4---  \  1  1  \~^-. — ^  1=  Z — 


my 
can 

he 

I 


V  


soul  is  set  free, 
nev  -    er      be  told, 


Glo 
Glo 


down   when    I     pray,     Glo  - 


joy  -    ful  -  ly  go, 


Pi 


Glo 


ry 
ry 
ry 


to 
to 
to 
to 


Je  -  sus, 
Je  -  sus, 
Je  -  sus, 
Je  -  sus, 


he 
he 
he 
he 


-9-^~-m  1 


1  ^1 

saves ! 
saves ! 
saves ! 
saves ! 


CHORUS. 


0— 


Glo- 


ry,  he  saves !  wondrously  saves !  Saves  a  poor  sinner  like   me ; 


ry,  he  saves !  wondrously 


saves 


!  Glory  to    Je  -  sus,  he    saves ! 


iiisy 


10 


^Itnts  to  Bo. 

Words  from  "  Wesleyan  Juvenile  Olfering.' 

In  moderate  time.  ^ 


T.  C.  O'Kane.    By  per. 


1.  "Go,  work  in  my  vineyard,  there's  plenty  to    do,    The  harvest  is 

2.  "Go,  V7ork  in  my  vineyard,"  I  claim  thee  as  mine,  With  blood  did  I 

3.  "Go,  work  in  my  vineyard,"oh,"workwhile'tisday," Thebrighthoursof 

4.  "Go,  work  in  my  vineyard,"  and  toil  all  the  day,  Thy  strength  I'll  sup- 


9^ 


u    u  \J 


great  and  the  lab'rers  are  few ; "  I've  sheep  to  be  tended  and  lambs  to  be  fed, 
buy  thee,  and  all  that  is  thine,  Thy  time  and  thy  talents,  thy  loftiest  powers, 
sunshine  are  hast'ning  away,  And  night's  gloomy  shadows  are  gathering  fast; 
ply,  and  thy  wages  I'll  pay.   And  blessed,  thrice  blessed  the  dil-  igent  few, 
'  "    "    "    "  ^  Jft — ft — ft. 


s      ^  ^  N  ^  ^ 


t^— t^-- t^~V— ^- 


•  »  0- 


CHORUS. 


Go, 


work, 


go, 


The  lost  must  be  gathered,  the  weary  ones  led. 
Thy  warmest  affections,  thy  sunniest  hours. 
The  time  for  our  la  -  bor    shall  ev-  er  be  past. 

Who'll  finish  the  la-  bor   I've  giv'n  them  to  do.     Go,     work  in  my  vineyard,  go, 

— j  ^  0  1  0—r-l  1  F  0- 


4 


pi 


work,  .....     Go,  work  in  my  vineyard,  there's  plenty  to  do;  Go, 

work  in  my  vineyard,  Go, 


£3 


.  -  .  ^ 

work,  ...  go  work,     The  harvest  is  great  and  the  lab'rers  are  few. 

work,   work,        work,  work. 


t 


jvork;. 


3^ 


■b-b- 


Jbnnie  Garnbtt. 


11 

Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 

^        i>    i>   1  ^ 


With  our  col-  ors  waving  bright  in  the  blaze  of  gos-  pel  light  We  are 
Oft  the  tempter  we  shall  meet,  but  we  will  not  fear  de- feat,  Though  his 
We  have  gird-ed  on  the  sword  and  the    ar-  mor  of  the  Lord,  We  have 
Soon  we'll  reach  the  pearly  gate,  where  the  blessed  army  wait.  Soon  their 


marshall'd  on  the  world's  great  field ;  great  field ;  We  are  ready  for  the  strife  and  the 
arrows  at  our  ranks  may  fly ;  may  fly ;  Thro'a  Saviour's  mighty  love  more  than 
ta-ken  up  the  cross  he  bore;  he  bore;  Oh,  the  trophies  we  shall  win,  oh,  the 
welcome,  welcome  song  may  ring;  may  ring;  When  we  lay  our  armor  down  and  re- 


-» — »- 


i/— V — ^ — — r 


i 


bat -tie  work  of  life,    Ev  -  er  trusting  in  the  Lord  our  shield, 

conquerors  we  shall  piove.  Shouting,  Glo-  ry  be    to  God  on  high, 

vic-tory    o  -  ver  sin,  When  the  bat  -  tie  and  the  strife  are  o'er ! 

ceive  a   star-ry  crown.  Shouting,  Glo-ry  be    to  God  our  King. 


m 


^     ^  -A 

i:^ — m — ^ 


V — 


CHORUS. 

-A— n  ^  ^-, 

Glo-  ry  to  God!  we  are  marching,marching  c 

^  r:r"i — rr-f  •  ?  r-^- 

)n,  Marching  to  { 

^-p-F=F-S 

I  home  above ; 

-  k--- — \ — y 

1  1  1^— 5-1-    V    \^        ■s/—U—T/-t-  ^ 
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Glo 
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Copyright,  1884,  by  John  J.  Hood. 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Jno.  R.  Swenet. 


i 


:± 


1.  As  the  bird  flies  home  to  its  parent  nest,  When  the  hunter  see^  his  prey., 

2.  When  the  winds  are  cold,  and  the  days  are  long, 

And  thy  soul  from  care  would  hide, 

3.  Oh,  the  tranquil  joy  of  that  dear  retreat,  Where  the  Saviour  bids  thee  rest, 

4.  'Tis  the  Lord  thy  God  that  to  thee  has  said,  He  will  guide  thee  with  his  eye ; 

N    ^    1  N    N  I 


O  child  of  God,  to  thy  Fatherhaste,  From  the  tempter's  snare  away. 
FJy  back,  fly  back  to  thy  Father  then,  And  btneath  his  wings  a-  bide. 
With  steadfast  hope,  and  a  trusting  faith.  In  his  love  secure  and  blest. 
In     all  thy  need,  like  the  weary  dove.  To  thy  on  -  ly  ref-  uge  fly. 


J: 


CHORUS. 


T— # — *i — a — > — ^■ 


3^= 


^i-ii—i^—ii—w—w~ 


Under  his  wings  thy  defence  shall  be.  He  with  his  feathers  will  cover  thee. 


9^ 


^  ^  ^  t:  j(SL  ^ 


i 


Gov-  er  thee,  cov  -  er  thee.  He  with  his  feathers  will  cov  -  er  thee. 


Coprright,  1891,  b/  Juo.  B.  Sweaey. 
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Ellen  M. 


Gates 


W.  O. 

I 


Perkins, 


l  — - 


1.  I  am  far  away  from  my  Father's  house,  And  the  years  in  -  crease,  The 

2.  I  have  sought  the  best  that  the  world  could  give,  As  an  idle  guest.  My 

3.  Othedoubtsandfearsof  thechangefulyears;  They  have  vexedmy  soul!  But 


lights  are  dim  in  the  banquet  halls,  The  wreaths  are  withering  on  the 
Father's  house,  with  its  mansions  fair.  Is  the  place  for  me,  and  my  heart  is 
safe  for  -  ev-  er  and  white  and  grand,  My  Father's  house  like  a  rock  will 

I  ^ 


CHORUS. 


walls.  And  I  long  for  peace, 
there.  For  my  home  is  best, 
stand,  While  the  a-  ges  roll. 


I  will  rise  and  go  to  my  Father's  house, 


-# — p- 


\'  2d. 


And  in  his  mercies  will  I  rejoice  with  heart  and  voice;     and  voice. 


B;  permiasioa. 


w-  -  -m — -r  —1-  T-m  ■— 

^^^^ 
M  IH 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 


nooft  mp,  mtt  mv. 


Look  up 
Look  up 
Look  up 
Look  up 


to  Je  -  sus, 

to  Je  -  sus, 

to  Je  -  sus, 

to  Je  -  sus, 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 
 .      .  \- 


lift 
lift 
lift 
lift 


up  thy  neighbor,  Lead  to  the  Saviour, 
up  his  banner,  Faith-  ful  -  ly  fol  -  low, 
up  ho  -  sannas.  Glad  hal  -  le-  lu  -  jahs 
up    a  promise,  Trust-  ful  -  ly,  tru  -  ly, 


:t==t 


ri: 


tell     of   his  power,  Seek   for  the  straying,  com  -  fort  the  wea  -  ry, 

stand  for  the  right,  Car  -  ry  his  col  -  ors  where  he  may  lead  you, 

ring  -  ing     a- bove,    Je  -  sus  has  saved  us:    let    joy  -  ful  ser-vice 

pray    in    his  name,  For    all  the  err  -  ing,  make    in  -  ter  -  ces  -  sion, 

 -f-    m       M      ^      -F-   ^  ^  - 


CHOKUS. 


-» — »- 


Look  up  for  guidance  hour  by  hour.  Look  up,  lift  up !  look  up  to  Je-  sus, 
Strive  for  the  victory    in    his  might. 
Bear  grateful  witness  of   his  love. 
Tjook  up !  a  covenant  blessing  claim. 


1 — r- 


I  ■ 


Far  above  the  darkness  where  his  glories  shine ;  Filled  with  his  Spir-  it, 


-#  0- 


mm 


-«  1  1  l-H-r — ^  — 


V 


1 


Lift  up  thy  neighbor.  Then  a  crown,  a  glorious  crown  shall  one  day  be  thine. 


r  -«- 


_L|  uj  gi  «  L_ 


Copyright,  1891,  by  Wm.  J.  Eirkpatriok. 
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E.  D.  MuND. 


Victory  through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ." — i  Cor.  xv  :  5.       E.  S.  Lorbnz. 


— —0 — 
 #- 


1.  Hear  the  shout  of  triumph,  hear  the  mighty  song !  Filling  earth  and  heaven 

2.  'Tis  the  host  redeemed  that  stands  in  bright  array,  Hymning,  harping  all  the 

3.  Many  v^ere  the  battles,  constant  was  the  strife,  Fierce  the  raging  conflicts 

4.  Onward,  let  us  ever,  tho'pur  strength  be  small,  Je  -  sus  is  our  Leader, 
NS     SI      -  -0- 


-Jtizjtzz2: 


as   it  rolls  a-  long;  Like  the  roar  of  o  -  cean  breaking  on  the  shore, 

glad  e  -  ter-  nal  day;  Casting  palms  and  crowns  low  at  the  Master's  feet, 

in  their  earthly  life;  Yet  they  never  faltered,  for  the  Lord  was  strong, 

ev-  'ry  foe  must  fail;  Then  we'll  join  the  ransomed  on  the  other  shore, 


-»-•     — -  — # — 19- 


D.8. — Vic  -  to-  ry  thro'  Je  -  sus,  pass  the  word  along, 
Mne.  CHORUS. 





1^  P 


"Vic- to- ry  thro' Je- sus,  now  and  ev- ermore."  Victory!  victory!  yes, 
"Vic  -  to-  ry  thro'  Je-  sus,"  an  -  gel  lips  repeat. 

He  was  Rock  and  Fortress,  Victory  and  Song. 
"Vic  -  to-  ry  thro'  Je-  sus,"  singing  ev-  ermore. 


1 


Vic  -  to-  ry  the  watchword,  vic-to-  ry  the  song 

 1— 


D.S. 


vie  -  to-  ry!  vie  -  to-  ry!  They  shout  in  chorus  loud  and  long, 

they  shout  in  chorus. 


16    ©  for  a  fMitutt  Wf>ittv  ttfun  Sno\o. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICR. 


PI 


 » — « — •  =  ^ — — — » — 1 — • — w 

1.  O  for  a  heart  that  is  whiter  than  snow!  Kept,  ever  kept,  'neaththe 

2.  0  for  a  heart  that  is  whiter  than  snow!  Calm  in  the  peace  that  he 

3.  O  for  a  heart  that  is  whiter  than  snow!  ^  ith  the  pure  flame  of  the 

4.  O  for  a  heart  that  is  whiter  than  snow!  Then  in  his  grace  and  his 


— 


I 


—J — *w-^—^ 

life  -  giv  -  ing  flo^v;  Cleansed  from  all  pas  -  sion,  self  -  seeking,  and  pride, 
loves  to  be-  stow;  Dai  -  ly  refreshed  by  the  heav-  en  -  ly  dews, 
Spir  -  it  a  -  glow;  Filled  with  the  love  that  is  true  and  sin- cere, 
knowledge  to  grow;  Grow  -  ing  like  him  who   my  pat- tern  shall  be, 

_       _  JL     ^     ^       M.  JSL 


CHORUS. 


"Washed  in  the  fountain    of   Cal  -  va  -  ry's  tide. 
Read  -  y    for    ser-  vice  whene'er  he  shall  choose. 
Love  that  is     a  -  ble     to  ban  -  ish  all  fear. 
Till     in  his  beau-  xj    my  King  I  shall  see. 


O    for    a  heart 


1 


whit-  er  than  snow  1    Sa- viour  di- vine,     to  whom  else  can    I  go? 

m  A  »  :  m.  ;n  1  i  m  m  m  m  ^  ^  


 ?  ^- 


t; 


8-4  4 

Thou  who  didst  die,  loving  me  so.  Give  me  a  heart  that  is  whiter  than  snow. 
m     mm  S    N  m 


Rev.  J.  H.  Sammis. 
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D.  B,  TOWNHR. 


i 


1.  When  we  walk  with  the  Lord  In  the  light  of  his  word,  What  a  glory  he 

2.  Not  a  shadow  can  rise,  Not  a  cloud  in  the  skies,  But  his  smile  quickly 

3.  Not  a  burden    we  bear,  Not  a  sorrow  we  share,  But  our  toil  he  doth 


sheds  on  our  way !  While  we  do  his  good  will,    He    a  -bides  with  ns 
drives  it     a  -  way ;  Not   a  doubt  nor    a    fear,   Not    a   sigh  nor  a 
rich  -  ly    re  -  pay ;  Not   a  grief  nor   a    loss,  Not   a  frown  nor  a 


CHORUS. 


1-9--:  \  N    N.  '      J  h-M  —r-^ 

1  .  ■  J   1  J 

 !  ±- 

still,  And  with  all  who  will  trust  and  o  -  bey.  Trust  and    o-  bey^  For  there's 
tear  Can  a-  bide  while  we  trust  and  o  -  bey. 
croSvS,  But  is  blest  if    \\  e  trust  and    o  -  bey. 

 1  ^ — ^—  -a  9  0  W  1  1~*  ^  W  j  ^ —  


m 


no  oth  -  er  way  To  be  hap-  py 

^.     ^.     fSL     .0.  .0.  .0. 


Je  -  sus  But  to  trust  and  o  -  bey. 


i  1" 


4  But  we  never  can  prove 

The  delights  of  his  love 
Until  all  on  the  altar  we  lay, 

For  the  favor  he  shows, 

And  the  joy  he  bestows, 
Are  for  all  who  will  trust  and  obey. 


5  Then  in  fellowship  sweet 
We  will  sit  at  hip  feet. 

Or  we'll  walk  by  his  side  in  the  way; 
What  he  says  we  will  do, 
Where  he  sends  we  will  go, 

Never  fear,  only  trust  and  obey. 


Copyright.  IS87.  by  D.  B.  Towner.    Uaed  by  pet. 
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"We  shall  never  say  'good  by'  in  heaven." — The  words  of  a  dying  Christian  woman. 


ivxrs.  Hj,  vv  . 

to 

:APMAN, 

 h 

'  

 -H^    T'    h  N 

J.  H 

.  Tenney. 

1  1 

 ^  - 

—\  « — « — ^  1 — 

-wi — ^  5--J 

1.  Our  friends  on  earth  we  meet  with  pleasure,  While  swift  the  moments  fly, 

2.  How  joyful  is  the  thought  that  lingers,  When  loved  ones  cross  death's  sea, 

3.  No  parting  words  shall  e'er  be  spoken  In  that  bright  land  of  flowers, 


^^EE^SEE^kE^E^E^E^E^^E^E^E^f^^ 

Yet  ev  -  er  comes  the  thought  of  sadness  That  we  must  say  good  by. 
That  when  our  la  -  bors  here  are  end  -  ed,  With  them  we'll  ev-  er  be. 
But  songs  of  joy,  and  peace,  and  gladness,  Shall  ev-  ermore   be  ours. 

^^-[l—^B^E=!-f^ 


— ^ — ^ 

We'll 

nev-er    say  good 

rr~r — 9 — r~i 

s — r 

if 

by    in  heaven,  We' 

>    ^  > — ^ 

;  J  ; 

11  never  say  good 

by,.  .  . 

good  by, 

-»  W  »  

1 — y-1 — F 

J  ^ 

f  Chorus  pp 

For    in   that  land  of 

5  « — 0  0— 

oy  and  song  We'll 

never    say  good 

T — T — r — r~ 

t- 

by. 

LI  U — 1  >^ 

-b— i  1  y 

Copyrigbt,  lHti9.     John  J.  Hood. 
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Jambs  L.  Black. 

J  NO.  R.  SWENEY. 

-1 

 s — 

il  F 

— i-^y-r- 

1.  In     the  good  old    way  where  the  saints  have  gone,  And  the 

2.  In     the  good  old    way    like    the  ransomed  throng,  Un  -  to 

3.  In     the  good  old    way  with     a  stead  -  fast  faith,    In  the 

4.  Tho'  our  feet  must  stand  on     the  cold,  cold  brink    Of  the 
N  I      ^      -       N  ^ 


King  leads   on     be  -  fore    us.  We  are  travelling  home  to  the 

Zi  -  on     now    re  -  turn  -  ing.  We  are  travelling  home  at  the 

bonds    of     love  and     un  -  ion,  What  a   joy     is     ours  for  the 

Jor  -  dan's  storm -y      riv  -  er,  With  the  King  we'll  cross  to  the 


^^^^ 


5^ 


CHORUS. 


_  P— 


heavenly  hills,  With  the  day-star  shining  o'er  us.    Travelling  home  to  the 
King' s  command,  And  our  lamps  are  trimm' d  and  burning . 
King  we  see.  And  with  him  we  hold  communion, 
oth  -  er  side.  And  we'll  sing  his  praise  for-ev  -  er. 

^  t:      ^  ^!-^t. 


man  -  sions  fair,  Crowns   of      re  -  ioic  -  ing    and    life     to   wea*r : 


:^-z=:te=ti: 


to* 


3 


O  what  a  shout  when  we  all  get  there,  Safe  in   the  glo  -  ry  land 


Copyright,  1888,  by  Jno.  R.  Swbnby. 
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T.  C.  O'K. 


IS-vtnmvtfi  in  f!^tni)tn. 


T.  C.  OJKanh. 


i 


1.  There's  a  crown  in  heaven  for  the  striving  soul,Which  the  blessed  Jesus  him- 

2.  There's  a  joy  in  heaven  for  the  mourning  soul,  Tho'  the  tears  may  fall  all  the 

3.  There's  a  home  in  heaven  for  the  faithful  soul,  In  the  many  mansions  pre- 


m 


I  I  n 


self  will  place  On  the  head  of  each  who  shall  faithful  prove,  Ev  -  en 
earth-  ly  night;  Yet  the  clouds  of  sad-  ness  will  break  a  -  way.  And  re- 
pared  a-  bove,  Where  the  glo  -  ri  -  fied  shall  for  -  ev  -  er  sing,    Of  a 


t=*=fz 


£3 


^  REFRAIN. 

 fv— j 


unto  death,  in  the  heavenly  race.  Oh,  may  that  crown  .    .    in  heaven  be 

Oh.  may  that  crown 

joicing  come  with  the  morning  light.  Oh,  may  that  joy  ...    in  heaven  be 

Oh,  may  that  joy 

Saviour's  free  and  unbounded  love.  Oh,  may  that  home    .    .    in  heaven  be 

Oh,  may  that  home 

'     t:-     ^  N  ^  J 


mine,  And  I    a  -  mong    .    .     the  angels  shine;         Fe  thou,  O 

in  heaven  be  mine, 

h^:f:±  A^-^^ 


5f 


— S— I — 


Lord,    .    .    my  daily  guide,  Let  me  ev  -  er  in  thy  love  a-  bide. 

Be  thou,  O  Lord,  my  dailyguide,  ^ 


^^^^^ 


3Je0us  mn  asm  2iou  mm. 
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Fanny  J,  Crosby. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


m 


Will  you  come,  will  you  come,  with  your  poor,broken  heart,  Burden'd  and  sin-op- 
Will  you, come,  will  you  come?  there  is  mercy  for  you,  Balm  for  your  aching 
W^ill  you  come,  will  you  come  ?  you  have  nothing  to  pay  ;  Jesus,  who  loves  you 
Will  you  come,  will  you  come?  how  he  pleads  with  you  now  !  Fly  to  his  loving 


^        ^      ^     ^    ^    4L  A.^ 


pressed?  Lay  it  down  at  the  feet  of  your  Sa  -  viour  and  Lord, 
breast ;  On  -  ly  come  as  you  are,  and  be  -  lieve  on  his  name, 
best,  By  his  death  on  the  cross  purchased  life  for  your  soul, 
er  your  sin     or  your  sor  -   row  may  he, 


Je  -  sus  will  give  you    rest.      Oh,  hap- py  rest!  sweet,  happy  rest! 


Je  -  sus  will  give   you  rest, 


p—^^  ^— ,  1  1 


^  ^  happy  rest,  ! 


Oh  !  why  won't  you  come  in 


-0—0 — 0- 


F — 0- 


N  f^- 


sim  -  pie,  trust  -  ing  faith  ?     Je    -    sus     will    give       yon  rest. 


22 


Rev.  J.  P.  DlMMTTT. 


—M  M.  «  —  S— 


W.  J.  KlRKPATMCK. 

:  K- 


1.  We  have  wandered  far  a  -  way    from  our    Father's   home,    In  the 

2.  We  are  coming  now  by  faith,  by  the  Spir  -  it  led,  We  are 
3l  We  have  kindred  gone  be-  fore,      to  the    heavenly  home,  And  they 


i 


m 


i 


dark  and  dreary  paths    of  sin ;  But  we  hear  our  Saviour's  voice  calling 
coming  with  our  hearts  to  thee;  We  are  trusting  in  the  blood  that  for 
draw  us   by  the  chords  of  love ;  They  are  calling  us    to  -  day,  calling 


REFRAIN. 


U  y  U 

us  to  come,  And  at  once  a  better  life  be-  gin.  We  are  coming  home, 
US  was  shed,  And  the  Holy    Spirit  sets  us  free. 

ns   to  come  To  the  happy,  happy  home  above.  coming. 


-y — » — i»- 


m 




^ — ^  - 

i,  r,  y  t/ 

'Z^   1 

home,  coming        home  to  -  day ; 


coming, 


coming, 


to  -  day. 


heard  thy  loving  voice,  Blessed  Saviour,  and  rejoice ;  We  are  coming  home  to-day. 


rrr  -rr 


1^ 


5^ 


U  U  U  U  I     w  'k^ 

Copyright,  1887,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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W.  L.  T. 


Very  slow,  pp 


Will  L.  Thompsok. 


1.  Softly  and  tenderly  Jesus  is  calling,  Calling  for  you  and  for  rae, 

2.  Why  should  we  tarry  when  Jesus  is  pleading,  Pleading  for  you  and  for  me? 

3.  Time  is  now  fleeting,  the  moments  are  passing.  Passing  from  you  and  from  rae ; 

4.  Oh !  for  the  wonderful  love  he  has  promised,  Promised  for  you  and  for  me ; 


}  -I— r-t 


-9  #- 


S  ^  "  ^ 


-fK  \- 


m 


--TiL-r 

See  on  the  portals  he's  waiting  and  watching,  Watching  for  you  and  for  me. 
Why  should  we  linger  and  heed  not  his  mercies,  Mercies  for  you  and  for  me? 
Shadows  are  gathering,  death  beds  are  coming.  Coming  for  you  and  for  me. 
Tho'  we  have  sinned  he,  has  mercy  and  pardon,  Pardon  for  you  and  for  tne. 


•tz zt 


I    ^  I  ^ 


:p_tr_i:p»^_ 


CHORUS. 


ores. 


ml         nnn        ^  ^      y  \ 


IV      N  N 


m  1 
Come  home, 


r- 


come  home. 


Ye  who  are  weary,  come  home, 

-#-  -•-  -•-    -#-.   ]>  ^  '^^T"^? 


1^ 


Earnestly,  tenderly    Jesus  is  calling,  Calling,  O  sinner,  come  home ! 


V  v~  V- 


-m—w—w- 


\^  ^  y  y- 


p«r.  «t  j 


24 


T.  C.  O'Kanb. 


33t 


1.  There  stands  a  Eock  on  shores  of  time  That  rears  to  heav'n  its  head  sublime ; 

2.  That  Eock's  a  cross,  its  arms  outspread,  Celes-  tial  glo  -  ry  bathes  its  head ; 

3.  That  Eock's  a  tower,whose  lofty  height,  Illumed  with  heav'n's  unclouded  light, 


-• — »- 


1 — \ — r 


-t — I — r 
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That  Eock  is  cleft,  aryi  they  are  blest  Who  find  within  this  cleft  a  rest. 

To  its  firm  base  my  all  I  bring.  And  to  the  Cross  of  A  -  ges  cling. 
Opes  wide  its  gate  beneath  the  dome  Where  saints  find  rest  with  Christ  at  home. 


■I — t- — & 


i 


CHORUS.  ^ 


s  ! 


 o- 


I 

Some  build  their  hopes  on   the    ev  -  cr  drifting  sand,     Some  on  their 


V  — — u*- 


i 


-A — ^ — V- 


.  -  •  •  jj*.  .    i  ' 

fame,  or  their  treasure,  or  their  land ;  Mine's  on     a    Eock  that  for- 


I      I — I  1- 


J  r  n- 


4r 


ev  -  er  will     stand,     Je  -    sus,    the  "Eock  of 


ges. 


 ^  ^  •  

1 
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"Jasoer  asd  Gold."  by  per. 
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Rev.  E.  H.  Stokes.  D.  D.  Jno.  R.  Swenbt. 

  yl  ^ 

1.  I  love  my  Saviour,  his  heart  is  good,  He  has  loved  me  o'er  and  o'er ; 

2.  He  calls,  I  rise,  and  he  maketh  me  whole, — How  fond  his  tender  embrace ! 

3.  I  want  to  love  him  with  all  my  heart,  Tho'  all  its  powers  are  small ; 

4.  He's  good  to  me  in  my  sorrow's  night.  He's  good  in  the  tempest's  roll; 

J".  A,  ?^  ^  ^  ^  J. f -  f-   -      >  ^ 


i 
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A-A 


He  sought  me  wand'ring,I'm  saved  by  his  blood.  And  I  love  him  more  and  more. 
He  cleanses  and  keeps  me  and  blesses  my  soul' — My  day  the  smile  of  Ills  face, 
I    will  not  keep  from  him  any  part,    For  he    is  worthy  of  all. 
He  bringeth  from  darkness  into  light, — With  joy  he  filleth  my  soul. 


CHORUS. 


Je  -  sus  is  good  to  me,  ...        Je  -  sus  is  good  to  me;  .  .  . 

to   me,  to  me; 


r-fc  ^ 

 H-^ 



— «  

^  m~-  •  1 

So     good ! 

SO 

good ! 

 A  , 

^9h-^ — « — 

Je  -  sus 

— • — •— 

is   good  to 

— •  1 

my 

soul. 

mm 

 ^ 
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Rev.  E.  H.  Stokes,  D,  D. 


i 


A  \- 


Jno,  a.  Duncan. 

.ill 


1.  I'm  saved !  I'm  saved !  oh,  blessed  Lord,  I'm  sweetly    saved  in    thee ; 

2.  I'm  saved !  I'm  saved !  oh,  joy  sublime !  I'm  saved  from  self  and    sin ; 

3.  Saved  at   the  cross,  the  blessed  cross ;  Saved  without  and  with  -  in : 

4.  I'm  saved !  I'm  saved !  I'll  tell  it   here,  I'll  sing  it     o'er    and    o'er ; 


1 — r- 


y  r-l  1  '  \  r-^  '  ^  ^-r-^  ^ 

 1  (3  1  1  1  1-  1  1  1  1&  bI  lO  I 

 -I—  —I — «  \  m  (5*  i       I   ^^^^   m  1  ^  &r--Gh 

j  ^  ^ —  •  9 —   ^  • — 

Saved  by  thy  blood  and  by  thy  word,  And  thine  henceforth  will  be. 
I'm  saved,  I'm  saved,  oh,  bliss  di  -  vine !  And  love  has  clos'd  me  in. 
I'm  saved,  I'm  saved,  oh,  what  a    loss  Who  fail  this  joy    to  win. 

I'm  saved  in    Je  -  sus,  oh,  how  sweet !  I'll  sing  it    ev  -  er  more. 


CHORUS. 


A  1- 


m 


I?m  saved !  I'm  saved !  I'm  saved !  I'm  wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 


I'm  saved !  I'm  saved !  I'm   saved !  I'm  wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 


From  "Songs  of  Triumph,"  by  permission. 
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Rev.  J.  M.  Driver.    By  per. 

!^        I      ^  ,N  N 


1.  Wonderful  story  of     love  :    Tell  it  to  me     a  -  gain  ;  Wonderful 

2.  Wonderful  story  of     love  :  Tho'  you  are  far  a  -  way  ;  Wonderful 

3.  Wonderful  story  of     love  :     Jesus  provides  a     rest ;  Wonderful 

?=Ff=  
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.-^ — ^- 


^  \^ 
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sto  -  ry  of  love  :  Wake  the  immor-  tal  strain  !  Ang'els  with  rapture  an- 
sto-ry  of  love:  Still  he  doth  call  to  -  day  ;  Calling  from  Calvary's 
sto  -  ry  of     love  :    For  all  the  pure  and  blest ;  Rest  in  those  mansions  a- 

-0-  -O-  -0-    »-  -0- 
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nounce  it,  Shepherds  with  wonder  receive  it ;  Sinner,  oh  !  won't  you  bel  eve  it? 
mountain,  Down  from  the  crystal  bright  fountain,  E'en  from  the  dawn  of  creation, 
bove  us.  With  those  who've  gone  on  before  us,  Singing  the  rapturous  chorus, 
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CHORUS. 


Wonderful  story  of  love. 
-0-  -0-  -0-  #  ^  n  -0^-i 


Won   -  der 

Wonder-  ful  sto  -  ry  of 
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love  : 


won- 

Wonder-  ful 
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der     -     ful ! 

story   of     love : 
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Won  -  der 

Wonderful  story  of 


ful !    Wonderful  story  of   love  1 

love  : 
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"  They  shall  not  be  mentioned  unto  him."— Ezhk.  xvii  :  22. 
E.  E.  Hewitt.  Jno.  R.  Swenet. 
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1.  My  soul  sings  glory  all  the  way,  For  Je  -  sus  took  my  sins  a  -  way; 

2.  Oh,  wondrous  grace,  so  rich  and  free,  That  mentions  not  my  sins  to  me, 

3.  But  since  he  shows  such  grace  to  me,  Let  not  his  love  for-  got-  ten  be; 

4.  My  soul  sings  glory  all  the  way  To  yon-  der  laud  of  cloudless  day, 
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With  pre  -  cious  blood  they're  covered  o'er,  He'll  mention  them  no  more. 
Since  Je  -    sus    in     re- deem- ing  love,  Brought  mercy  from  a  -  bove. 
Oh,    let     my  life    its  trib  -  ute  bring.  My  heart  ex  -  ultant  sing. 
And  when     I  reach  that  hup  -  py  shore,  I'll  praise  him  ev  -  er  -  more. 
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CHORUS 


My  sins  are  all  taken  a  -  way  

My    sins  are  all   tak-  en    a  -  way.  My  sins  are  all  tak  -  en    a-  way, 
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My    sins  .  are  all  taken    a  -  way ;  

My     sins  are  all  tak-  en     a  -  way.  My  sins  are  all  tak-  en    a  -  way  ; 
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Oh,     glo  -  ry    to     his  name!    Oh,    glo  -  ry    to     his  name!  My 
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Willi  great  feeling. 
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\Vm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1.  I've  wandered  far     a  -  way  from  God,    Now   I'm   coming  home ; 

2.  I've  wast  -  ed  ma  -  ny    pre- cious  years.  Now   I'm   coming  home; 

3.  I'm  tired  of  sin    and  stray- ing.  Lord,  Now   I'm   coming  home; 

4.  My  soul    is  sick,  my  heart    is    sore.  Now   I'm  coming  home; 
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The  paths  of   sin    too    long  I've  trod,  Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 

I     now    re-  pent  with   bit  -  ter  tears,  Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 

I'll  trust  thy  love,  be  -  lieve  thy  word,  Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 

My  strength  renew,  my  hope  re  -  store,  Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 

j  0 
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3,8, — O  -  pen  wide  thine  arms  of  love,    Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 
CHORUS.  D.8. 


Coming  home. 


coming    home,     Nev  -  er   more    to  roam; 


Corynght 
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Wm.  J.  Kickpatrick. 


5  My  only  hope,  my  only  plea, 
Now  I'm  coming  home. 
That  Jesns  died,  and  died  for  me, 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 


6  I  need  his  cleansing  blood  I  know, 
Now  I'm  coming  home; 
Oh.  wash  me  whiter  than  the  snow, 
Lord,  I'm  comins  home. 


30  Urn  mnvvSy  so  mnppVil 

Lizzie  Edwakds.  Jno.  R.  Swenev. 

1.  I'm  happy,  so  happy !  no  words  can  express  The  joy  and  the  comfort  I  see, 

2.  I'm  happy ,so  happy !  while  trusting  in  him  Whose  presence  o'ershadows  my  way; 

3.  My  love  may  be  tested,  my  faith  may  be  tried,  The  depth  of  its  fervor  to  prove, 
4. 0  blessed  Redeemer,some  day  I  shall  stand  O'erwhelmed  with  the  light  of  thy  face, 
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For  Jesus  hath  purchased,  thro'  infinite  grace,  A  perfect  salvation  for  me. 
Who  leadeth  my  soul  by  the  river  of  peace.  And  giveth  me  strength  as  my  day. 
But  welcome  each  trial,  my  Saviour  designs  The  gold  from  the  dross  to  remove. 
Adoring  forever,  and  shouting  thy  praise,  Because  thou  hast  saved  me  by  grace. 


CHORUS. 
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Saved,  saved,  oh. 
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Saved,  saved,  oh,  glo  -  ry    to  God !  His 
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1.  What  a    wonder  -  ful  salvation !  For  its  length  and  breadth  and  height 

2.  Oh,  this  blessed  "who- so  -  ev  -  er,"  Calling    ev  - 'ry  one  who  will, 

3.  Precious  promis  -  es     of    Je  -  sus,  Sweeping  ev  -  'ry    human  need ! 

4.  What  a    perfect,  present  Saviour!  What  a    true  and  loving  friend ! 
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Far  ex  -  eel  the  grandest  knowledge  Of  the    ser  -  a- phira    in  light; 

To  the  sparkling,  liv-  ing   waters,  Flowing    ful  -  ly,  free  -  ly  still ; 

For  the  grace  of  our  Redeem-  er  Must  our  high  -  est  thought  exceed  ; 

Can  we    ev  -  er  praise  him  rightly  ?  Tell  how  grace  and  glo  -  ry  blend? 
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1     can   nev-er,  nev-er     fathom  Half  its  ho 


can   nev-er,  nev-er    fathom  Half  its     ho  -  ly  mys-ter  -  y, 
No,     I  know  not  why  he  loves  me,  But  his  blood  is    all    my  plea; 
To     the    mighty,  roy  -  al  storehouse  Let  me    use  the  gold  -  en  key, 
Now  the  Prince  of  Peace  is  reigning,  O  -  ver  -  rul- ing  all     I  see; 
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CHORUS.  1 
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But    I  know  it    is    for  sinners.  And  it  just  suits  me. 

I    can  trust  his  *' whoso- ev --er,"  For  it  just  suits  me. 
Find  the   special,  tender  promise  That  will  just  suit  me. 
So,  whatev  -  er    lot  he   orders,  May  it  just  suit  me. 


It  just  suits 


me.  It  just  suits  me,  This  wonderful 
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salvation,  It  just 
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suits  me. 
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1.  In  dreams  I  hear  a  song  so  sweet  That,  waking,  I  would  fain  repeat 

2.  Tho'  dim  the  vis-  ion  of  the  throng,  And  faint  the  ech-o    of  the  song, 

3.  It  may  be  that  I  shall  not  know  The  way,  when  comes  my  time  to  go ; 
4.  "Some  day,"  I  say  in  faith,  and  wait  The  op'ning  of  the  heav'nly  gate ; 
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Its  mel  -  o  -  dy,  but  fail  -  ing,  say,    "I'll  sing  it,    if  God  wills,  some  day." 
I  seem  to  hear  the  voi  -  ces  say,  "'Twill  all  be  real  some  happy  day." 
But  in  my  Father's  hand  I'll  lay     My  own,  and  he  shall  show  the  way. 
Come  soon  or  late,  that  time  will  be    The  dawn  of  heav'n's  sweet  rest  for  me. 


CHORUS. 


Some  day,  some  day,  some  happy   day,  When  God  shall  wipe  all  tears  away  ; 
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Abbie  Mills. 
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1.  Heirs  to  the  kingdom  of  Jesus  the  Lord,  Go  tell  the  world  of  his  love; 

2.  Think  how  he  labored  that  we  might  have  rest,  Go  tell  the  world  of  his  love; 

3.  Plead  to  the  lost  ones  to  come  while  they  may,  Go  tell  the  world  of  his  love; 
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Publish  the  blessings  that  flow  from  his  word,  Go  tell  the  world  of  his  love; 
Think  how  he  suffered  that  we  might  be  bless'd,  Go  tell  the  world  of  his  love: 
Jesus  is  waiting, he'll  save  them  to-day, Go  tell  the  world  of  his  love: 
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Love  that  haspurchas'd  redemption  from  sin.Love  that  makes  happy  thespirit  within 
Sav'd  by  his  mercy,  upheld  by  his  care.  Tell  of  the  goodness  we  constantly  share; 
Love  that  is  nearest  whenearthjoys  arepast,Lightingourpathway  bycloudsovercast; 
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Fine. 


Love  that  will  help  us  our  conquest  to  win,  Go  tell  the  world  of  his  love. 
Fill'd  with  his  fulness,  no  longer  forbear.  Go  tell  the  world  of  his  love. 
Love  that  will  bring  us  to   glo-  ry  at  last,  Go  tell  the  world  of  his  love. 


-Heirs  to  the  kingdom  of    Jesus  the  Lord,  Go  tell  the  world  of  his  love. 


D.8. 


Go  tell  the  world.  Go  tell  the  world,  Go  tell  the  world  of  his  love; 
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Music  from  "  The  Wells  of  Salvation,"  ) 
new  words  by  Rev.  W.  A.  Spbncer.  J 
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1.  Brother  for  Christ's  kingdom  sighing,  Help  a  lit-  tie,  help   a  lit-  tie ; 

2.  Is  thy  cup  made  sad  by   tri  -  al  ?  Help  a  lit-  tie,  help   a  lit-  tie ; 

3.  Though  no  wealth  to  thee  is  giv-  en,  Help    a  lit-  tie,  help    a  lit-  tie ; 
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Help  to  save  the  mil  -  lions  dy  -  ing,  Help  just  a  lit-  tie. 
Sweet-  en  it  with  self  -  de  -  ni  -  ai.  Help  just  a  lit-  tie. 
Sac  -  ri  -  fice     is    gold     in   heav  -  en.  Help   just    a    lit-  tie. 
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CHORUS. 
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Oh,  the  wrongs  that  we  may  righten !  Oh,  the  hearts  that  we  may  lighten ! 
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Oh,  the  skies  that  we  may  brighten !  Helping  just    a  lit-tlCo 
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4  Let  us  live  for  one  another, 
Help  a  little,  help  a  little ; 
Help  to  lift  each  fallen  brother, 
Help  just  a  little. 


5  Tho'  thy  life  is  pressed  with  sorrow, 
Help  a  little,  help  a  little ; 
Bravely  look  t'ward  God's  to-morrow. 
Help  just  a  little. 


Copyright,  1885,  by  John  J.  Hood. 
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Jno.  R.  Swibnh'?. 
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1.  More  about  Je  -  sus  would  I  know,  More  of  his  grace  to  oth-  ers  show : 

2.  Mora  about  Je-sus  let  me  learn,  More  of  his  ho  -  ly  will  discern; 

3.  More  about  Je  -  sus ;  in  his  word,  Holding  communion  with  my  Lord ; 

4.  More  about  Je  -  sus ;  on  his  throne,  Riches  in  glo  -  ry  all  his  own ; 
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More  of  his  sav-ing  ful-ness  see,  More  of  his  love  who  died  for  me. 
Spir  -  it  of  God,  my  teacher    be.  Showing  the  things  of  Christ  to  me. 
Hearing  his  voice  in   ev  -  'ry  line,  Making  eacn  faithful  say  -  ing  mine. 
More  of  his  kingdom's  sure  increase ;  More  of  his  coming,  Prince  of  Peace. 
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More,  more    a -bout  Je  •  sus,   More,  more    a -bout  Je  -  sus; 
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More  of  his  Sav-ing  ful-ness  see.  More  of  his  love  who  died  for  me. 


36 


F.  M.  D. 


SOLO  AND  CHORUS 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1 .  There's  a  hand  that's  writing  now  In  the  book  of  life,  they  say;    Ev-  'ry 

2.  Still  the  hand  goes  writing  on,     Making  pages  dark  or  iair;    Let  us 

3.  Time  is  ebb-  ing  fast  a-  way,   Life  for  us  will  soon  be  done;  Can  we 

I  I 
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action,  word  or  deed  Is  recorded  there  each  day.  What  shall  then  our  record  be? 
ponder  well,dearfrieuds,Whatforusis  written there.What  shall  then  our  record  be? 
trustingly  go  hence,  That  a  crown  of  life  is  won?  What  shall  then  our  record  be? 
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Let  us  stop  to  think,  I  pray!  What  shall  then  our  record  be     In  the 
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coming  judgment  day?  In  the  coming  judgmentday?  In  the  comingjudgment 
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day?  What  shall  then  our  record  be      In   the  coming  judgment  day? 
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E.  E  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1.  Out  in    the  breakers  are  per-  ish-  in^  souls.  Save  one,  save  one; 

2.  Out  in    the  darkness  of  sin's  aw-  ful  night,  Save  one,  save  one; 

3.  Out  on    the  mountain  so  sad  -  ly    a  -  siray,  Save  one,  save  one; 

4.  Loved  ones  or  strangers,  M'hoe'er  they  may  be.  Save  one,  save  one; 


V    u    u — F— EE' 


Out  where  the  current  of     sin  mad-  ly  rolls,  Save  one,  save  one. 

Tell  them  of  Je  -  sus.  and  lead  to   the  light,  Save  one,  save  one. 

From  the  sweet  home  land  so  far.  far    a  -  way.  Save  one,  save  one. 

Go    in  his  Spir  -  it  who  saves  you  and  me,  Save  one,  save  one. 
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CHORUS.  . 

Pit  -  y     the  per-  ish-  ing,  La-  bor  and  pray;  Hasten  to    res-  cue  them, 


Save  one  to-day,  Then  in  your  heart  will  be  heaven  begun,  Save  one,  save  one. 
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1 .  We  walk  by  faith, 

2.  We  walk  by  feith, 

3.  We  walk  by  faith, 

4.  And  thus  by  faith. 


and  oh,  how  sweet 
he  wills  it  so,    .  . 
di-vine-ly  blest,  . 
till  life  shall  end. 


The  flow' rs  that 
.  And  marks  the 
On  him  we 
We'll  walk  with 


grow  . 
path  . 
lean,  . 
him,  . 


beneath  our  feet, 
that  we  should  go  ; 
in  him  we  rest ;  . 
our  dearest  Friend 
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And  fragrance  breathe       a  -  long  the 
And  when  at  times  .  .  .  our  sky  is 
The  more  we  trust  .  .  our  Shepherd's 
Till  safe  we  tread  ....  the  fields  of 


way 
dim, 
care, 
light, 


That  leads  the  soul 
Hegen-tly  draws 
The  more  his  love 
Where  taith  is   lost  . 


to  end -less 
us  close  to 
tis  ours  to 
in  per -feet 


day. 
him. 
share, 
sight. 
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We  walk  by  faith,  but    not  alone,  Our  Shepherd's  tender  voice  we  hear, 


— 
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And  feel 
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his  hand  vrithin  our  own,  And  know  that  he  is  al  -  ways 
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Knowles  Shaw. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 
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1.  Sowing  in  the  morning,  sowing  seeds  of  kindness.  Sowing  in  the  noontide, 

2.  Sowing  in  the  sunshine,  sowing  in  the  shadows,  Fearing  neither  clouds  nor 

3.  Go,  then,  ever  weeping,  sowing  for  the  Master,  Tho'  the  loss  sustained  our 


^0 


t-N-^  ^- 

and  the  dew- y  eves;    Waiting  for  the  harvest,  and  the  time  ol  reaping, 
winter's  chilling  breeze  ;  By  and  by  the  harvest,  and  the  la  -  bor  end-  ed, 
spir  -  it  often  grieves ;  When  our  weeping's  over,  he  will  bid  us  welcome, 

t-  ttr'  ?  ^   f :  ir  e-  ^  ^ 


We  shall  come  rejoic  -  ing,  bringing  in  the  leaves.  Bring-   -  -  ing, 

We  shall  come  rejoic  -  ing, 

ft  . 


ii 
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bring  -  -  ing,       Bringing  in  the  golden  sheaves ;      Bring  -  -  ing, 

bringing  in  the  golden  sheaves,  Bringing   in   the  golden ,  golden  sheaves ;  We  shall  come  rejoicing, 


sr|=?:;:e:f?:;t=:^jE 


bring-    -    -  ing,         Bringing  in  the  sheaves,  precious,  gold-  en  sheaves. 

bringing  in    the  golden  sheaves. 
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^ttst  ?i^olfi  Bpivlt,  aorH,  mom. 


Henrietta  E.  Blair. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1.  Thy  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it.  Lord,  a  -  lone  Can  turn  our  hearts  from  sin,  His 

2.  Thy  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it,  Lord,  a  -  lone  Can  deep-  er  love  in  -  spire,  His 

3.  Thy  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it,  Lord,  can  bring  The  gifts  we  seek  in  prayer.  His 

4.  Thy  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it,  Lord,  can  give  The  grace  we  need  this  hour.  And 


—  I  b 


I)ower   a  -  lone  can  sane  -  ti  -  fy    And  keep   us  pure  with  -  in. 
power   a  -  lone  with  -  in    our  souls  Can  light  the   sa  -  cred  fire, 
voice    can  words  of  com-  fort  speak  And  still  each  wave  of  care, 
while  we  wait,     O  Spir  -  it,  come  In  sane  -  ti  -  fy  -  ing  power. 


m 


-» — 
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CHORUS. 

-J.  ^ 
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O    Spir  -  it   of  Faith  and  Love,  Come  in  our  midst,  we    pray.  And 
4tk  v.—O    Spir  -  it   of  Love,  de-  scend,  Come  in  our  midst,  we    pray.  And 


n=4 


5 


pur  -  i  -  fy  each  wait-  ing  heart ;  Baptize  us  with  pow'r  to  -  day. 
like    a  rush  -  ing,  might-  y  wind  Sweep  o  -  ver  our  souls  to  -  day. 


Copyright,  1885.  by  Wm  J  Kibkpatrick. 


Stnte  If  iFoutiJj        SatiCour.  4i 


E.  E.  Hewitt.  Jno,  R.  Sweney. 


1.  Life  wears    a  different  face  to    me,    Since  I  found  my  Saviour ; 

2.  He  sought  me  in     his  wondrous  love,    So  I  found  my  Saviour, 

3.  The  pass- ing  clouds  may  in  -  tervene.    Since  I  found  my  Saviour, 

4.  A  strong  hand  kindly  holds  my  own,   Since  1  found  my  Saviour, 


|— !  0  0  0  1 
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Rich   mercy  at     the  cross  I    see,   My  dy-ing,  liv-  ing  Saviour. 

He  brought  sal  va  -  tion  from  a  -  bove,  My  dear,  almight  -  y  Saviour. 

But  he     is  with  me,  though  unseen,  My  ev  -  er-pre;*  -  ent  Saviour. 

It  leads  me  onward    to  the  throne.  Oh,  there  I'll  see   my  Saviour! 


0 — 
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Golden  sunbeams 'round  me  play,       Je  -  susturnsmy  night  to  day, 
^.  ,.  .  -9-—f—F — f — f  s~-r*^-L  rf  -  *  5r — # — f — ^  . — r 


Heav  -  en  seems   not    far    a  -  way,  Since    I  found  my  Saviour. 
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Fannv  J.  Crosby. 

<Soio  ad  lib. 


John  iii.  i6. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1.  God  loved  the  world  so  tenderly  His  only  Son  he  gave,  That  all  who  on  his 

2.  Oh,  love  thatonly  God  can  feel,Aud  only  hecanshow!  Itsheight  and  depth,  its 
3.Whyperish,then,yeransom'dones?Whyslightthegracionscan?Whyturnfromhim 
4.0  Saviour,melt  these  hearts  of  ours,  And  teach  us  to  believe  That  whosoever  [whose 


name  believe  Its  wondrous  pow'r  will  save 
length  and  breadth  Nor  heav'n  nor  earth  can  know ! 
words  proclaim  E-  ter  -  nal  life  to   all  ? 
comes  to  thee  Shall  endless  life  receive. 


.  For  God  so  loved  the  world  tnat'^c 
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I  gave  his  on  -  ly      Son,  That  who  -  so  -  ev  -  er   be-liereth  in  him 

u  W  I   ^  r  r  r 

i_»  •—  •  •— # — •— r-«  •  f 
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Should  not   per  -  ish,  should  not   per  -  ish  ;  That  who-so  -  ev  -  er  be- 
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lieveth  in  him  Should  not  per  -  ish,  but  have  ev  -  er-  last-  ing  life. 

^   Ui       -F-  -p.  -p. 
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Copyright,  1888,  by  Jno.  J.  HooJ. 
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"  I'm  sweeping  through  the  gates,  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb." 
T.  C.  O'K.  Dying  words  of  Rev.  A.  Cookman.  T.  C.  O'Kane. 

^-^-H  r- 


-4- 


1.  Who,  who  are  these  be  -  side  the  chilly  wave,  Just  on  the  bor-  ders 

2.  These,  these  are  they  who  in  their  youthful  days  Found  Jesus  ear  -  ly 

3.  These,  these  are  they  who  in  affliction's  woes,  Ev  -  er  have  found  in 

4.  These,  these  are  they  who  in  the  conflict  dire.  Bold  -  ly  have  stood  a- 


 ^-  ^ — I  ^ —  ^ —  —  
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of  the  silent  girave.  Shouting  Je  -  sus'  power  to  save.  Washed  in  the 
and  in  wisdom's  ways.  Proved  the  fulness  of  his  grace.  Washed  in  the 

Je-sus  calm  repose,  Such  as  from  a  pure  heart  flows,  Washed  in  the 
mid  the  hottest  fire,   Jesus*  now  says, "Come  up  higher;"  Washed  in  the 


CHORUS. 


5^ 
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blood  of  the  Lamb.  "Sweeping  thro' the  gates  "to  the  New  Jerusalem,  "Washed 

^i^:-  [in  the 


blood  of  the  Lamb:"   "Sweeping  thro' the  gates"  to  the  New  Jerusalem 

in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb 
-O- 


— br 


i 


mm 


5  Safe,  safe  upon  the  ever-shining  shore, 
IfZ     Sin,  pain,  and  death,  and  sorrow  all  are 
ff     Happy  now  and  evermore,  [o'er ; 

Washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 


lixxT  J.  A  •  ^x,         ^  ^xr,  l     1. »  Swccpiug  through  tlic  strccts  of,  etc. 

"Washed  m  the  blood  of  the  Lamb."   „  ,^  ^  t     ■,  i  i  xi!- 

6  May  we,  O  Lord,  be  now  entirely  thine, 

-j^^  "j*"  "^'-o  ^  jn-jL.pi-^j^.^—  j_    Daily  from  sin  be  kept  by  power  divine, 


:^i^Ic  Then  in  heaven  the  saints  we'll  join, 
I  Washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

CAf.— Sweeping  through  the  streets  of,  etc 


By  permission. 
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SenH  out  tfte  &unUQt)U 


Ellen  Dakb. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  Send  out  the  sunlight,  the  sunlight  of  cheer,  Shine  on  earth's  sadness  till  it  disap- 

2.  Send  out  the  sunlight  in  letter  and  word ;  Speak  it  and  tliink  it  till  hearts  are  all 

3.  Send  out  the  sunlight  each  hour  and  day.  Crown  all  the  years  with  its  luminous 

4.  Send  out  the  sunlight  that  speaks  in  a  smile,  Often  it  shortens  the  long,  weary 


^'—.fr-fr-fL 
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pear—  Souls  are  in  waiti  ng  this  message  to  hear.  Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love, 
stirred — Hearts  that  are  hungry  for  prayers  still  unheard, 

Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love, 
ray,  Nourish  the  seeds  that  are  sown  on  the  way,  Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love, 
mile.  Often  the  burdens  seem  light  for  awhile.  Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 


I  I  I 


-0 — 


■rr 


H — 1 

=^ 

1 — !  1 

— 1 — 

r-H  ^ 

~H — 1 

.  1 

Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love  Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love  

the  sunlight  of  love,  the  sunlight  of  love 


1 


to: 


J-J- 
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Send  out  the  sunlight.  Send  out  the  sunlight,  Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 

the  sunlight  of  love. 


Copyright,  1892,  bj  Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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5  Send  out  the  sunlight, as  free  as  theair! 
Blessings  will  follow  with  none  to  com- 
pare, [spair! 
Blessings  of  peace,  that  will  rise  from  de- 
Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 


.0 — 0 — « 
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6  SendoutthesunIight,youhaveitinyouI 
Clouds  may  obscure  it  just  now  from 
your  view;  [come  true, 

Pray  for  its  presence!  your  prayer  will 
Send  out  the  sunlight  of  love. 


** Stand,  therefore,  having  your  loins  girt  about  with  truth,  and  having  on  the  breastplate  of 

righteousness."  ^rr.  from  "  Singing  Pilgrim." 


r-4  4-. 
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1 

6  Christian,  a-  wake!  for  the  strife  is  at  hand.  With  helmet  and  shield 
Whatev-  er  thy  danger,  take  heed  and  beware.  And  turn  not  thy  back, 
The  cause  of  thy  Master  with  vig-  or  defend;  O  watch,  fight,  and  pray— 
Press  on,  nev-  er  doubting;  thy  Captain  is  near,  With  grace  to  supply, 


.(fi- 
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and  a  sword  in  thy  hand;  To  meet  the  bold  tempter,  go,  fearless-  ly  go, 
for  no  ar-  mor  is  there;  The  legions  of  darkness  if  thou  would'st  o'erthrow, 
persevere  to  the  end;  Wherev-  er  he  leads  thee,  go,  valiant-  ly  go, 
and  with  comfort  to  cheer;  His  love,  like  a  stream,  in  the  desert  will  flow, 


I  I 


REFRAIN. 


■ri- 


And 
Then 

And 
Then 


stand  like  the  brave,  with  thy  face  to  the  foe.    Stand  like  the  brave, 
stand  like  the  brave,  with  thy  face  to  the  foe. 
stand  like  the  brave,  with  thy  face  to  the  foe. 

stand  like  the  brave,  with  thy  face  to  the  foe.  Stand  like  the  brave. 


5 

tt — !  1 
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Stand  like  the  brave.        Stand  like  the  brave,  with  thy  face  to  the  foe. 

Stand  like  the  brave, 

A  S 
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By  permission. 


Jno.  R.  Swenet. 


1.  Fading     away,  like  the  dew  of  the  morning.  Soaring  from  earth  to  its 

2.  Shall  I  be  missed  if  an-oth-er  succeed  me.  Reaping  the  fields  I  in 

3.  Oh,whentheSaviour  shall  make  uphisjewels.Whenthebright  crowns  of  re- 
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home  in  the  snn ;  Thus  would  I  pass  from  the  earth  and  its  toil  -  ing, 
spring-time  have  sown?  Xo,  for  the  sow  -  er  may  pass  from  his  la  -  bors, 
joic  -  ing  are  won,  Then  will  his  faith-  fal  and  wea  -  ry  dis  -  ci  -  pies, 


m 


CHORUS.  I 


3^ 


On  -  ly    remembered  by  what    I  have  done.     On  -  ly  remembered, 
On  -  ly    remembered  by  what  he  has  done. 
All    be   remembered  for  what  thev  have  done. 


•     •  •  i      •  m  ■  

only  remembered,  Only  remembered  by  what  I  have  done,  Only  remembered, 

•  o  .f  •♦trv- 
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rit.  ^  ^ 


on  -  ly    remembered,  On  -  ly    remem  bered  by  what   I  have  done. 


CoitTii^t,  1886,  b;  JoBi«  J.  UooD. 


He  is  faithful  that  kath  promised."— Heb.  x.  23, 
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Mrs.  Jos.  F.  Knapp. 
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1.  Blessed  as  -  surance,     Jesus    is     mine !  Oli,  what  a    foretaste  of 

2.  Perfect  sub-mis-sion,    perfect  de  -  light,  Visions  of  rap  -  ture 

3.  Perfect  sub-mis-sion,    all    is    at     rest,     I    in    my    Saviour  am 


glory  di  -  vine !  Heir  of  sal  -  va  -  tion,  purchase  of  God,  Born  of  his 
burst  on  my  sight.  Angels  descend-  ing,  bring  from  a  -  bove  Echoes  of 
happy  and  blest, Watching  and  waiting,  looking    a  -  bove.  Filled  with  his 


Spir  -  it,  washed  in    his  blood.   This  is    my  sto  -  ry,    this  is  my 
mer  -  cy,   whispers  of  love, 
goodness,     lost  in    his  love. 

- r  f  ^  •  ' 
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song,     Praising  my    Sav  -  iour     all   the  day    long ;    This  is  my 

^ — V 
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sto  -  ry,  this  is  my    song,  Praising  my  Saviour     all  the  day  long. 


It: 
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Copyright,  1873,  by  Joseph  F.  Ksapp. 
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Entivt  ^onmtvntion. 


Frances  Ridley  Havbkgal. 


Chorus  by  W.  J.  K. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRiaC. 


1.  Take  my  life,  and  let    it    be     Con  -  se  -  erat  -  ed,  Lord,  to  thee ; 

2.  Take  my  feet,  and  let  them  be    Swift  and  beau  -  ti  -  ful  for  thee ; 

3.  Take  my  lips,  and  let  them  be    Filled  with  mes-  sag-  es  for  thee ; 

4.  Take  my  moments  and  my  days,   Let  them  flow  in  endless  praise ; 


m 


m 
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Take  my  hands  and  let  them  move  At  the  impulse  of  thy  love. 
Take  my  voice  and  let  me  sing  Al-  ways,  on  -  ly,  for  my  King. 
Take  my  sil  -  ver  and  my  gold, —  Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold. 
Take  my    in  -  tel-  lect,  and  use       Ev  -  'ry  power  as  thou  shalt  choose. 


-F  \  — 
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CHORUS. 


f  Wash  me  in  the  Saviour's  precious  blood,  the  precious  blood,  1  -r  j  •  ^ 
\  Cleanse  me  in  its  pu  -  ri  -  fy  -  ing  flood,  the  healing  flood,   /        '  ^ 


i — I  •  y 
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thee,  my  life  and  all,  to    be.  Thine,  henceforth,  e-ter-nal  -  ly. 


5  Take  my  will,  and  make  it  thine ; 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine ; 
Take  my  heart. — it  is  thine  own, — 
It  shall  be  thy  royal  throne. 


6  Take  my  love,— my  Lord,  I  ponr 
At  thy  feet  its  treasure-store ! 
Take  myself,  and  1  will  be 
Ever,  only,  all  for  thee  I 


CupTTigbt,  bj  Wm.  J.  Kiikpfttnok. 


ffl^De  Stransetr  at  ttft  Boot. 
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Kev.  iii.  20, 

T.  C.  0*Kank. 

-T    "1^  -f-r 

1 — 1^ — i — ^ 
"i — M  ^. 

-e- 

1.  Behold    a  stranger  at  the  door,  He  gently  knocks — has  knocked  before, 

2.  O  love  -  ly  at  -  titude, — he  stands  With  melting  heart  and  open  hands  j 

3.  But  will  he  prove  a  friend  indeed?  He  will, — the  very  friend  you  need; 


■V— t 


Has  wait- ed  long,  is  wait- ing  still;  You  treat  no  oth-er  friend  so  ill. 

O  matchless  kindness,  and  he  shows  This  matchless  kindness  to  his  foes. 
The  friend  of  sin  -ners?  Yes,  'tis  he,  With  garments  dyed  on  Cal-  va-  ry. 


CHORUS 

4t 


1  i  i  1 

Oh,  let  the  dear  Saviour  come  in,    He'll  cleanse  the  heart  from  sin ;  Oh, 

from  sin : 


come  m, 
t      T  » 


1 


keep  him  no  more  out  at  the  door, 

i^*^-tt — V — ^—^ — -I 


But  let  the  dear  Saviour  come  in.  come  ia. 


3.  i. 


f- 


4  Rise,  touched  with  gratitude  divine, 
Turn  oat  his  enemy  and  thine ; 
That  soul-destroying  monster.  Sin, 
And  let  the  heavenly  Stranger  in. 

Unfading 


5  Admit  him,  ere  his  anger  burn, — 
His  feet,  departed,  ne'er  return ; 
Admit  him,  or  the  hour's  at  hand 
You'll  at  HIS  door  rejected  stand. 


Wherefore  he  is  able  to  save  them  to  the  uttermost."— Heb,  vii.  25,    P.  BiLHOtoT. 
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1.  The  Saviour    is    my    all  in    all,    He   is    my  constant 

2.  His  Spir-  it  gives  sweet  peace  within,  And  bids  all  care  de  - 

3.  And  whatso  -  ev  -  er      I     may  ask,  To  glo  -  ri  -  fy  his 

4.  Ob,  praise  the  Lord,  my  soul,  rejoice,  Give  thanks  unto  thy 


theme ! 
part ! 
name, 
God! 
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By  sim  -  ply  trnsting     in  his  word  He  keeps  me  pnre  and  clean. 

He  fills  my  soul  with  righteousness,  Ar.d  pu  -  ri  -  fies  the  heart. 

The  Fa  -  ther  free  -  ]y     gives  to  me,  Since  Christ  the  Saviour  came. 

"Who  took  thee  in     thy    sin  -  fulness.  And  cleansed  thee  by  his  blood  ! 


m 


CHORUS. 


Glo  -  ry!     oh,     glo  -  ry!       Je  -  sus    hath  redeemed  me; 


m 
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Glo  -    ry!    oh,    glo  -  ry!    He  washed  my  sins     a  -  way,  a-wayi 


e^^U,  1898, 19  P  BOaoUh 
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L.  H.  Edmunds. 


W.  J.  KtRKPATRICK. 


.^^  p — 


1.  Trying  to  walk  in  the  steps  of  the  Saviour,  Trying  to   follow  our 

2.  Pressing  more  closely  to  him  who  is  leading,  When  we  are  tempted  to 

3.  Walking  in  footsteps  of  gen  -  tie  forbearance,  Footsteps  of  faithfulness, 

4.  Trying  to  walk  in  the  steps  of  the  Saviour,  Upward,  still  upward  we'll 


Saviour  and  King  ;  Shaping  our  lives  by  his  blessed  ex-  am  -  pie, 
turn  from  the  way  ;  Trusting  the  arm  that  is  strong  to  defend  us, 
mer  -  cy,  and  love.   Looking   to  him    for  the  grace  free-  ly  promised, 

fol  -  low  our  Guide,  When  we  shall  see  him, "  the  King  in  his  beautv," 


— tt* — ^- 


CHORUS. 


Happy,  how  happy,  the  songs  that  we  bring.  How  beautiful    to  walk  in  the 
Happy,  how  happy,  our  praises  each  day. 
Happy,  how  happy,  our  journey  above. 
Happy,  how  happy,  our  place  at  his  side. 


m 
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steps  of   the  Saviour,  Stepping  in  the  light.  Stepping  in  the  light;  How 


^   ^  ^ 
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beautiful  to  walk  in  the  steps  of  the  Saviour.  Led  in  paths  of  light. 


-0— 
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CopTTigbt,  1890,  by  Wm.  J.  Kixkpatiick. 
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W.  A.  S. 
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Rev.  W.  A.  Spencer,  D.  D. 


3: 


1.  The  seed  I  have  scattered  in  spring-time  with  weeping,  And  watered  with 

2.  An-  oth-  er  may  reap  what  in  spring-time  I've  planted,  An-  oth  -  er  re- 

3.  The  thorns  will  have  choked,  and  the  summer  sun  blasted  The  most  of  the 
A- 


i 


i: 


tears  and  with  dews  from  on  high ;  An  -  oth  -  er  may  shout  when  the 
joice  in  the  fruit  of  my  pain, — Not  know- ing  my  tears  when  in 
seed  which  in  spring-time  I've  sown ;  But  the  Lord  who  has  watched  while  my 


1 — r 
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har-vesters  reaping  Shall  gather  my  grain  in  the  "sweet  by  and  by," 
summer  I  faint-  ed  While  toiling  sad-heart- ed  in  sunshine  and  rain, 
wea-  ry  toil  last  -  ed  Will  give  me   a   liar- vest  for  what  I  have  done. 


y>     \^      J      ^  T 
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0  -  ver  and    0  -  ver,  yes,  c 
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eep  -  er  and  deep-  er   My  ] 
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leart  is  pierced 
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through  with  life's  sor-  row-  ing  cry,  But  the  tears  of  the    sow  -  er  and 
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Fine, 
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songs  of  the  reap- er  shall  min- gle  to  -  geth-er    in   joy  by  and  by. 


t==t: 


By  and  by,        by  and  by,        By  and  by 


by  and  by,        Yes,  the 


C.  J.  B, 
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Chas.  J.  Butler. 
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I-was  once  far  away  from  the  Saviour,  And  as  vile  as  a  sinner  could  be, 


1  .  i  .        ^;     i  ,  ^ 


N     jS  S 


I  wondered  if  Christ  the  Redeemer  Could  save  a  poor  sinner  like  me. 

-•-  «  ^     ^  -ft 
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2  I  wandered  on  in  the  darkness. 

Not  a  ray  of  light  could  I  see,  [ness, 
And  the  thoughtfilled  my  heart  with  sad- 
There's  no  hope  for  a  sinner  like  me. 

3  I  then  fuUv  trusted  in  Jesus, 
And  oh,  what  a  joy  came  to  me; 

My  heart  was  filled  with  his  praises, 
For  saving  a  sinner  like  me. 


4  No  longer  in  darkness  I'm  walking, 
For  the  light  is  now  shining  on  me. 

And  now  unto  others  I'm  telling. 
How  he  saved  a  poor  sinner  like  me, 

5  And  when  life's  journey  is  over. 
And  I  the  dear  Saviour  shall  see, 

I'll  praise  him  for  ever  and  ever. 
For  saving  a  sinner  like  me. 
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Fanny  J .  Crosby. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  Out  on  the  des-ert,  looking,  looking,  Sinner,  'tis  Je- sus  looking  for  thee ; 

2.  Still  he  is  waiting,  waiting,  waiting,  O,  what  compassion  beams  in  his  eye, 

3.  Lovingly  pleading,  pleading,  pleading,  Mercy  ,tho'  slighted,bears  with  thee  yet; 

4.  Spirits  in  glory,  watching,  watching,  Long  to  behold  thee  safe  in  the  fold; 


i 
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Tender  -  ly  calling,  calling,  calling,  Hither,  thou  lost  one,  O,  come  unto  me. 
Hear  him  repeat- ing  gent-ly,  gently.  Come  to  thy  Saviour,  O,  why  wilt  thou  die. 
Thou  canst  be  happy,  hap-py,  hap-py,  Come. ere  thy  life-star  forever  shall  set. 
Angels  are  waiting,  waiting,  waiting.  When  shall  thy  story  with  rapture  be  told? 


>  ,  1'" 
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Jesus  is  looking,  Jesus  is  calling,  Why  dost  thou  linger, why  tarry  away? 

P    P    P  P 
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Run  to  him  quickly,  say  to  him  gladly.  Lord,  I  am  coming,  coming  to-day. 


'H>  •  •  [ 
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Joshua  Gill. 


Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick, 
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I  fled  from  Egypt's  bondage, 
I  oast  my  care  oa  Je  -  sus, 
I  sang  a  song  of  triumph, 
And  then  pursued  my  journey 


I  heard  that  help  was  near ;  ) 
And    he    dispersed  my  fear:  > 

I  shout  -  ed  o'er  and  o'er, 
For   Canaan's  hap-  py  shore 


The  spies  brought  back  their  message,  Some  wept,  some  said*'we  can ;  "  } 
The  land  was  all 'twas  promised,  But  who  will  lead  the  van?$ 


At 
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passed  between  the  billows,  Walled  up  on  ev-'ry  hand,  I  trusted  to  my 
came  to  Sinai's  mountain,  I  trod  the  desert  sand,  I  drank  at  Horeb's 
last,  my  heart  despairing  Of  entering  with  this  band,  I  cried  aloud  to 


y 

CHORUS. 
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Captain,  And  sought  the  promised  land.  I   am    o  -  ver,  yes,   o-ver;  On 
fountain.  Seeking  the  promised  land. 
Je-  sus,  To  show  the  promised  lam' 

p      0^  ^.  ^  ^  ^    -  - 
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Canaan's  shore  I  stand ;  I  am.  o-  ver,  yes,  o  -  ver     In  the  promised  land. 


Si 


Copjright,  1886.  by  Joshua  Gill.  I 

Then,  after  weary  marches, 

And  many  a  longing  sigh, 
I  found  the  river-crossing. 

And  saw  the  land  was  nigh. 
The  Lord  looked  down  in  mercy. 

By  faith  I  touched  his  hand, 
I  followed  close  beside  him, 

And  found  the  promised  land. 


And  now  my  song  of  gladness 

I'm  singing  day  by  day. 
For  fellowship  with  Jesus 

Makes  calm  and  bright  ray  way. 
I  fear  not  for  the  morrow. 

For  his  almighty  hand 
I  know  shall  lead  and  keep  me 

In  this  the  promised  land. 


LiDiG  H.  Edmunds.  Rev.  L.  L.  Pickett. 
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1.  O  come,  to  Cal-va-  ry  turning,  Je-  sus  is  calling  for  thee ;  His  heart  so 

2.  O  hark !  in  life's  sunny  morning,  Jesus  is  calling  for  thee ;  Sweet  flowers  thy 

3.  Osoul  so  burdened  and  weary,  Jesus  is  calling  for  thee ;  He'll  lift  the 

4.  But  still  the  Saviour  is  calling,  Jesus  is  calling  for  thee;  Though  now  the 


—  m — « — m — ai  1 — \-~^ — =i — 


tenderly  yearning,  Jesus  is  calling  for  thee.  Come  now,  and  enter  the 
pathway  adorning,    Jesus  is  calling  for  thee.  He  sends  thee  gladness  and 
shadows  so  dreary,     Jesus  is  calling  for  thee.     In  love  thy  troubles  are 
night-dews  are  falling,  Jesus  is  calling  for  thee.  E^n  though  so  long  thou  hast 


fountain,  Fountain  of  mercy  so    free ;  Though  sin  arise  like  a  mountain, 
pleasure.  Wilt  thou  not  thank  him  to-day  ?  Come  now,  and  seek  endless  treasure, 
giv- en,  Sorrow  is  on- ly  his  voice    That  bids  thee  look  up  to  Heaven, 
slighted,  Slighted  salvation  so    great.    Yet  his  own  promise  is  plighted. 


u  \j 
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Je  -  sus  is  call-  ing  for  thee. 
Joys  that  are  brighter  than  day. 
Look,  and  in  Je-  sus  re  -  joice. 
Come ;  Je-  sus  stands  at  the  ga^te^ 

^.  ,   ^  ^  
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Call-  ing,  call-  ing,    Je-  sus  is 
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calling  for  thee 
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Call-  ing,  call-ing,   Je-  sus  is  call-  ing  for  thee. 
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L.  H.  Edmunds. 


This  same  Jesus."— Acts 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1.  Come,  sinners,  to    the    Liv- ing  One,  He's  just  the  same 

2.  Come,  feast  up- on  the  "  living  bread,"  He's  just  the  same 

3.  Come,  tell  him  all  your  griefs  and  fears,  He's  just  the  same 

4.  Come  un  -  to  him  for  clear- er  light,  He's  just  the  same 
^  f-    ^  ^  


ii 


Je-  sus 
Je-  sus 
Je-  sus 
Je-  sus 


As  when  he  raised  the  wid-  ow's  son.  The  ver  -  y  same  Je  -  sus. 

As  when  the  mul  -  ti  -  tudes  he    fed.  The  ver  -  y  same  Je  -  sus. 

As  when  he  shed  those  lov  -  ing  tears.  The  ver  -  y  same  Je  -  sus. 

As  when  he  gave  the  blind  their  sight,  The  ver  -  y  same  Je  -  sus. 
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ver  -  y      same    Je  -  sus,  The 
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won-  der  work-  ing 
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Je  -  sus ; 
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Oh,  I 
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jraise  his  name,  he's 
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just  the  same, The 

ver  -  y    same     Je  -  sus. 
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5  Calm  'midst  the  waves  of  trouble  be,  6  Some  day  our  raptured  eyes  shall  see 

He's  just  the  same  Jesus  He's  just  the  same  .Jesus; 

As  when  he  hushed  the  raging  sea,  Oh,  blessed  day  for  you  and  me  I 

The  very  same  Jesus.  The  very  same  Jesus. 


Oupyiigbt,  1891,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpathok. 
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Fanny  J .  Crosby. 


J  NO    R.  SWENKY. 


^  IS: 

1.  Take  the  world,  but  give  me 

2.  Take  the  world,  but  give  me 

3.  Take  the  world,  but  give  me 

4.  Take  the  world,  but  give  me 

*    -0-  -J^\  -g- 


Je  -  sus, — All  its  joys 
Je  -  sus,  Sweetest  com  - 
Je  -  sus,  Let  me  view 
Je  -  sus,  In  his  cross 


are  but  a  name; 
fort  of  my  soul ; 
his  constant  smile ; 
my  trust  shall  be, 
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But  his  love     a  -  bid  -  eth  ev  -  er.  Thro'  e  -  ter  -  nal  years  the  same. 
With  my  Sav  -  iour  watching  o'er   me      I  can  sing,  though  billows  roll. 
Then  throughout  my  pilgrim  jour  -  ney  Light  will  cheer  me   all  the  while. 
Till,  with  clear  -  er,  brighter  vis  -  ion,  Face  to  face    my  Lord  I  see. 


CHORUS. 
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I  eight  and  depth  of 

mer  -  cy !  Oh,  the  h 
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mgth  and  breadth  of  love ! 
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Marianne  Farmingham 


T.  C.  O'Kank. 


i  b 

1.  "Just  as  I  am,"  thine  own  to  be,  Friend  of  the  young,who  lovest  me ;  To 

2.  In  the  glad  morning  of  my  day,  My  life  to  give,  my  vow  to  pay, With 

3.  I  would  live  ev  -  er    in  the  light,  I  would  work  ever  for  the  right,  I 
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con  -  se  -  crate  my  -  self  to  thee,    O      Je-  sus  Christ,  I    come,  I  come ! 
no   re- serve  and    no  de-lay,  With   all  my  heart,  I    come,  I  come! 
would  serve  thee  with  all  my  might.  Therefore  to  thee    I    come,  I  come ! 
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I  come,  O  bless-  ed  Lord,  to  thee,  To  thee,  the  all  -  a  -  toning  Lamb,  Thine 


1^ 
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ev  -  er,  on  -  ly  thine  to  be, — Re  -  ceive  me.  Lord,  "Just  as  I 
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4  With  many  dreams  of  fame  and  gold, 
Success  and  joy  to  make  me  bold; 
But,  dearer  still,  my  faith  to  hold, 
For  my  whole  life  I  come,  I  come ! 


Capjright.  1887,  by  T.  C.  O'Sjmk. 


5  And  for  thy  sake  to  win  renown, 
And  then  to  take  my  victor's  crown, 
And  at  thy  feet  to  cast  it  down, 
O  Master,  Lord,  I  come,  I  come! 
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Henrietta  E.  Blair. 
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Wm,  J.  KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  On  the  happy,  golden  shore,  Where  the  faithful  part  no  more,  When  the 

2.  Here  our  fondest  hopes  are  vain.  Dearest  links  are  rent  in  twain ;  But  in 

3.  Where  the  harps  of  angels  ring,  And  the  blest  for-ev  -  er  sing,  In  the 


I 


storms  of  life  are  o'er.  Meet  me  there ;  Where  the  night  dissolves  away  Into 
heav'n  no  throb  of  pain,Meet  me  there ;  By  the  river  sparkling  bright,  In  the 
palace  of  the  King,  Meet  me  there;  Where  in  sweet  communion  blend  Heart  with 


1,  •  r      ^  i^-z'-t'T 

pure  and  perfect  day,   I  am  going  home  to  stay.  Meet  me  there, 
ci  -  ty  of  delight,  Where  our  faith  is  lost  in  sight.  Meet  me  there, 
heart, and  friend  with  friend.  In  a  world  that  ne'er  shall  end,  Meet  me  there. 

rs    ^  N  ^ 
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Meet] 
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Z?.^.— happy  golden  shore,Where  the  faithful  part  no  more. 
CHORUS. 


me  there. 
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Meet  me  there, 


Meet  me  there 


Where  the  tree  of  life  is 
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blooming,  Meet  me  there ;  When  the  storms  of  life  are  o'er,  On  the 
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Meet  me  there ; 
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1.  Saviour,  hap  -  py  would  I     be,       If     I  could  but  trust  in   thee ; 

2.  Trust  thy  sav  -  ing  love  and  power,  Trust  thee  ev  -  'ry  day  and  hour ; 

3.  Trust  in  joy    and  trust  in  grief.  Trust  thy  prom-ise  for    re  -  lief; 

4.  Trust  thee  liv  -  ing,  dy  -  ing  too,   Trust  thee  all    my  journey  through, 
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Trust  thy 

wis  -  dom  me  to 

1     b  i 

guide,  Trust  thy 

good-  ness  to  pro  - 

vide. 

Trust  in  sick -ness  and  in  health,  Trust  in  pov  -  er  -  ty  and  wealth. 
Trust  thy  blood  to  cleanse  my  soul.  Trust  thy  grace  to  make  me  whole. 
Trust  thee  till    my  soul  shall  be    Whol  -  ly  swallowed  up   in  thee. 
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Simply  trust  -  ing,   on  -  ly  trust-  ing,  Trusting  Je  -  sus.  Saviour  dear ; 


While  I'm  trusting,  on  -  ly  trusting.  There  is  naught  that  I  can  fear. 

Bj  peimiBeion. 
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Priscilla  J.  Owens 


Wtft  iLtflftt0  Of  f^omt. 


Wm.  J  KiRKPATRlCK. 


Question  in  italics  responses  in  roman  type. 


1.  Steersman, steersman,  the  channel  s  rough  and  dark,  The  waves  roll  Tdgh^the 

2.  Steersman,  steersman,  the  stars  are  wrapped  in  mist.  The  Pol-  ar  star  still 

3.  Steersman,  steersman,  how  wild  the  tempest  raves!  The  floods  may  swell,  but 
I       ^   -  ^     I       I  1 
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winds  sweep  by.  Now  whither  speeds  thy  harTcf  Now  whither  speeds  thy  harkf 
beams    a  -  far     On  hills  of   am  -  e-thyst,  On  hills  of  nm  -e-thyst. 
all     is  well,  While  Jesus  walks  the  waves,  While  Jesus  walks  the  waves. 
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Sail  -  ing,  sail  -  ing,  to  reach  a  glorious  home,  Tho'  storms  assail  we 

Sail  -  ing,  sail  -  ing,  to  find  a  bet-  ter  land.  No  wind  that  blows  our 

Sail  -  ing,  sail  -  ing,  to  find  a  happier  shore,  A  pathway  bright  shines 

I  ' 
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dare  the  gale,  For  Je  -  sns  bids  us  come.       Sail    -    -    ing  o'er  the 
hope  o'erthrows,  While  Christ  waits  on  the  strand, 
through  the  night,Where  friends  have  gone  before.  Sail  -  ing,  sail  -  ing, 

-0-     -0-'  -0-         I  -0-  -0-. 
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rest  -  less  tide, 


Sail 

Sail  -  ing,      sail  -  ing 


ing  thro'  the  gale    we  glide, 
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Etft  %iS^t»  of  j!^Ome.— CONCLUDED.  63 

There,  .  .  .  beyond  the  billows  foam,  We  see  the  lights  of  home. 

There,  beyond,  beyond  ■'^        ^      I  I 


H.  L.  GiLMOUR. 


Arr.  by  J.  J.  H. 


f:iz:i: 


^  i  How  restless  the  soul  of  the  wandVer  from  Jesus !  No  spot  in  the  wide  world  can 
*  i      Unconscious  he  drifts  on  the  waves  of  his  folly,  Still  farther  and  farther  a- 
ey  (  His  soul  in  sad  exile  now  lono;s  for  the  homestead,  And  cieep'ning  convictions  are 
(  He  hearsas  in  childhood,those  sweet  words  of  Jesus/'Corae,  all  ye  that  labor,and 


==^-i^-gzzfi£giE^j:^z:^»z=fz=f_-E 


\^   u        i>  ^    V  u  u  u    ^  11  u  u 

D,  G. — And  chords  of  "sweet  home,"  that  have  long  been  reposing, 

By  fingers  unseen  are  a- 

D.G.He  ventures  in  weakness,  but  strength  is  imparted,  Andgladly  he's  welcomed  by 


way  from  his  Lord.  } 
tossing  his  breast 
I'll  give  you  rest 


tossing  his  breast.  |  He  listens!  the  Spirit  repeats  the  sweet  message, 


When  bright  scenes  of 
ssa^e, 

And  turnino;  from 


PS 


-0—0- 


-0—\ 


r#—^—P— #—#—#— r«—*—^ —r—^—^-r*—*— ^ 

f—Vf — f  '''f^f — f~f —  -!  1  \  f—\  1 — — I*" 


wakened  anew. 
Father  at  home. 


'J   \J   \J   J   \J  'J 


T)  ft  ^  New  songs  of  rejoicing  now  thrill  that  old 
homestead,  [for  his  feet; 

The  best  robe  brought  forth,  ring  and  shoes 
He's  clad  in  the  garments  his  Father  pro- 
vided, [plete. 
childhood  come  fresh  to  his  view.       Has  feasting  for  famine,  and  resting  com- 
fol-  ly  no  longer  to  roam.      Come,  ye  that  are  wand'ring,  now  haste  to 

the  Saviour, 

■^-'—^ — ^-r— — ^ — #  He  patiently  lingers  to  lavish  his  love; 


:  Hy_H'>  r- 


Oopyrigbt,  1891,  by  11.  L.  Qilmour. 


J  His  arm  is  outstretched  to  rescue  the  needy, 
—    And  bring  you  to  mansions  he's  promised 
above. 


64 


T.  C  O'K. 


"Behold  the  Lanib  of  God. 
D-f!*,-  ^  


-John  i :  29. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 

— 


1.  Oh,  sing  of  Je  -  sus,"Lamb  of  God,"  Who  died  on  Cal-  va  -  ry, 

2.  O  wondrous  power  of  love  di- vine!  So  pure,  so  full,  so  free! 

3.  All  glo  -  ry  now  to  Christ  the  Lord,  And  ev  -  ermore  shall  be  ; 


And  for  a  ran  -  sora  shed  his  blood.  For  you  and  e  -  ven  me. 
It  reach  -  es  out  to  all  mankind,  Em- brae- es  e-  ven  me. 
He  hath  redeemed  a  world  from  sin,  And  ransomed  e  -  ven  me. 


9:3 


► — 0  — 0- 


REFRAIN. 


 N- 


I'm     re  -  deemed,  ....       I'm     re  -  deemed,  ....    Through  the 

I'm  redeemed,  I'm  redeemed, 

— 0-^—0 — 0- 


i 


blood    of  the  Lamb  that  was  slain ;  .  .  .  .       I'm  redeemed  

of      the  Lamb  that  was  slain,  I'm  redeemed, 

0  0'-—0  1  


0-^—0  i  ^ 





I'm     re  -  deemed,  ....     ITal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  un  -  to    his  name. 

I'm  redeemed. 


65 


"  The  place  which  is  called  Calvary,  there  they  crucified  him." 
Rev,  W.  M'K.  Darwood.  Luke  xxiii.  33.  Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  On  Calv'ry's  brow 

2.  'Mid  rendiug  rocks 

3.  O  Je-sus,  Lord, 


^  I         ^  ^ 

my  Saviour  died, 
and  dark'ning  ski^ 
how  can  it  be, 


Twas  there  my 
My  Saviour 
That  thou  shouldst 




5^-4  

— •-•---»— 

1   1  l-J  

•  

— s  

OopyrJgbt,  1886,  by  Jtto.  R 
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I  B. 


IE  Wnnt  to  fjt  n  WovUtt, 

"  The  laborers  are  few." — Matt.  ix.  27. 


I.  BalI-zell. 
^    !>    IN  !> 


1.  I  want  to  be  a  worker  for  the  Lord,  I  want  to  love  and  tmst  his  holy 

2.  I  want  to  be  a  worker  ev  -'ry  day,    I  want  to  lead  the  erring  in  the 

3.  I  want  to  be  a  worker  strong  and  brave,  I  want  to  tmst  in  Jesus'  pow'r  to 

4.  I  want  to  be  a  worker;  help  me, Lord,  To  lead  the  lost  and  erring  to  thy 

'  "    r  r  r  r  r 


-• — •- 


V — t^- 


zlzzgr 

In  the 
In  the 
In  the 
In  the 


word ;    I    want  to  sing  and  pray,  and  be  bu  -  sy  ev  -'ry  day 
way  That  leads  to  heav'n  above,  where  all  is  peace  and  love 
save ;    All  who  will  tru-  ly  come,  shall  find  a  hap-py  home 
word  That  points  to  joy  on  high,  where  pleasures  never  die 

-I  -  a^i^^t-L^L-i--^   * 


i 


CHORUS. 


1. 

2,3,4. 


vineyard  of  the  Lord, 
kingjiom  of  the  Lord. 


I  will  work,  I  will  pray, 

I  will  work  and  pray,  I  will  work  and  pray. 


In  the 


ii 


-     -     -  ;^     ^     I        -  .  • 

vineyard,  in  the  vineyard  of  the  Lord ;  of  the  Lord ;  I  will  work,  I  will 


:t=-4=-t::-t=. 


By  pensisaioa. 


2inai^e  me  »  Wovfitt  tov  3tm&,  67 


Eben  E.  Rexford, 


'And  every  man  to  his  work." — Mark  xiii.  34.  T.  C.  O'Kane. 

-\  \  ly  IN —  \  ^-^4^•4- 


^ — ^ — 


jp — ■  •>  ' 


1.  Make  me  a  work-  er  for  Je  -  sus,  Steadfast  and  earnest  and  true ; 

2.  Let  me  be  brave  in  the  con  -  flict,  Read-  y  to    go  where  he  needs, 

3.  Let  me  go  out  to  the  har  -  vest,  Faithful-  ly  doing  my  part, 

4.  Make  me  a  work-  er  for  Je  -  sus,  Trusting  him  nev-  er  in  vain, 

•  ^  -•-  -•- 


— ^- 


— ^ — ^ — ^ 


Willing  to  work  for  the  Mas  -  ter.  What  he  would  have  me  to  do. 
Sowing  good  seed  for  the  har  -  vest,  Plucking  up  bri-  ars  and  weeds. 
Gathering  sheaves  for  the  glean-  ing,  Steadfast  of  purpose  and  heart. 
Glad  if  I    bind  for  the  Mas  -  ter  Sheaves  of  God's  beautiful  grain. 
^ 


CHORUS. 


sus,  Humble  my  la-  bor  may  be.  But 


Make  me  a  worker  for  Je 


*3E 


b  b  1/ 


,  oac  ^  r  r  ^  ^  r 

1 

 • — — • — • — •  

— •  •  ^ 

cheer-  ful-  ly  done  for  the  Mas-  ter,  Who  hath  done  great  things  for  me. 

^    ^    ^  ^ 


68       mu  It  mt  mtt)  (sinmtm, 

Fanny  J.  Crosby.  Jno.  R.  Swbnev. 


Moderato. 


1       I  \ 


1.  Are  joii  hap-py  in  the  Lord,  Tell   it  out  with  gladness ;  Are  you 

2.  Are  you  walking  in  the  light,  Tell   it  out  with  gladness ;  Is  your 

3.  Do  you  love  the  place  of  prayer,  Tell  it  out  with  gladness ;  Do  you 

N     N      ^     [S     [S     ^     I  ^  J  .  ^  m  -P- 


A— fs— N— 


trusting  in  his  word,  Tell  it  out  with  gladness ;  If  a  Saviour's  love  you  feel, 
hope  of  glory  bright, Tell  it  out  with  gladness;  Have  you  perfect  peace  within, 
find  abiessing  there,Tell  it  out  with  gladness;  Whileyour thoughts  on  Jesusdwell, 

%    ^    ^    -    -  ^ 


t-— ^ — ^— w/— 


4=- 


i 


11^  i 


Can  your  soul  its  power  conceal  ?  To  the  world  your  joy  reveal,  Tell  it 
Are  you  try-  ing  still  to  win  Constant  victory    o  -  ver  sin.  Tell  it 
Does  your  soul  with  rapture  swell  ?  Can  you  say  that  all  is  well  ?  Tell  it 


CHORUS., 


^  I 


S.  m: 


out  with  gladness.  Tell  it  out,  tell  it  out,  tell  it  out  with  gladness,  Tell  it 

<•■     ^    J  J ,  .  ."-Ly:  f  f  f  


U  1/ 


out,  tell  it  out,  tell  it  out  with  gladness,Tell  the  world  .   .   .  the  joy  you 

tell  the 


world  the  joy  you  feel. 


Copyright,  i88«,  by  Jno.  R.  Bweney. 
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-»-#- 


feel, 

world  the  joy  you  feel. 


Tell  it 


out, 


tell 


it   out   -with  glad  -  ness. 


±==t 


COWPBR. 


^^lotriouiS  iFountatn. 


T.  CO' Kane. 
By  per. 


1^4- 


3C# 


^  (    There  is    a  fountain  filled  with  blood,  filled  with  blood,  filled  with  blood, 
(  And  sinners,  plung'd  beneath  that  flood,  beneath  that  flood,  beneath  that  flood, 
2  (  The  dy- ing  thief  rejoiced  to  see,  rejoiced  to  see,  rejoiced    to  see, 
\  And  there  may  1,  tho'  vile  as  he,  tho'  vile  as  he,  tho'  vile  as  be, 


-w  » — T-m  s 


P=xp: 


i 


1/  I 


There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood.  Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins,  ) 
And  sinners,  plung'd  beneath  that  flood,  Lose  all  their  guilty  stains.  | 
The  dy  -  ing  thief  rejoiced  to  see  That  fountain  in  his  day,  ) 
And  there  may  I,    tho'  vile   as  he.  Wash    all  my  sins     a  -  way.  ) 


b  I 

CHORUS. 


b  i 


1^ 


1=1 


•-IT 


1#: 


Oh,  glo- 


ri  -  ous  fountain !  Here  will  I 


stay.   And  in 


thee  ev 


er 


i 


Wash  my  sins  a 


#  


way. 


3  Thou  dying  Lamb,  II:  thy  precious  blood: 

Shall  never  loso  its  power. 
Till  all  the  ransomed  |I:  Church  of  God  :I| 
Are  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since  by  faith  |I:  I  saw  the  stream  :|| 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  ||:has  been  my  theme, :H 
And  aliall  be  till  I  die. 


70 


m&  Mo\>t»  to  tt)tiv  2SZ?{ii0om 


W.  E.  Penn.  By  per, 


Isaiah  Ix :  8. 


O'Kanb. 


1.  As  doves  to  their  windows  when  darkness  draws  nigh,  My  soul  in  its 

2.  The  windows  of  heav-  en  stand  o-  pen  and  wiae,  Where  earth's  weary 

3.  Thencome,  trembling  sinner,  no  longer  de  -  lay;     As  doves  to  their 


;~g=:piiz:pr:=g 


E=E 


- :— # — 0 — # — 0-^0- 


longings  to  Jesus  would  fly;  "When  dark  waves  of  sorrow  would  over  me 
pilgrims  may  ev  -  er  a  -  bide;  Then  why  do  we  tar  -  ry  in  darkness  and 
windows,  fly  quickly  a  -  way:   Away  from  thesinsthatwouldsink  thy  poor 


.0  rL-L«_?__«_ 

•0-    -0''  -0- 


roll,  In  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  there's  rest  for  my  soul, 
sin,  While  Jesus  is  waiting  to  welcome  us  in  ? 
soul,  Where  death's  stormy  billows  eternal-  ly  roll. 


-v^—^  V- 

As  doves  to  their 


^— y— y- 


windows  when  tem    -    -  pests      are  high  

As  doves  to  their  windows  when    tempests  are  high, 
^  ^— /t  ^- 


As  doves  to  their 


windows  when  dark- ness  draws  nigh;  .  .  .  There's  refuge : 

As  doves  to  their  windows  when  darkness  draws  nigh; 

 >  > 


-   sus  for 
There's  refijge  in 


_^  


K    Copyright,  iU90,  by  T.  U.  O'Kane. 
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^       b  p 

each  weary  soul,  When  dark  waves  of  sorrow  would  over  it  roll. 

Je  -  sus  for  each  weary  soul. 


Ntcolaus  L.  Zinzendorf.    Chorus  added. 


1.  I  thirst,  thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God,  To  wash  rae  in  thy  cleansing  blood ; 

2.  Take  my  poor  heart,  and  let  it  be    For-  ev-  er  closed  to  all  but  thee: 

3.  How  blest  are  they  who  still  abide  Close  sheltered  in  thy  bleedino  side! 

4.  Whatareour  worksbutsin  and  death,  Till  thou  thy  quickeningSpirit  breathe? 


-0  0- 

 # 


b  b 


U    U  l> 


Fine. 


 ^■ 


1r\ 


5  . 

To  dwell  within  thy  wounds;  then  pain  Is  sweet,  and  life  or  death  is  gain. 
Seal  thou  my  breast,  and  let  me  wear  That  pledge  of  love  for-  ev-  er  there. 
"Who  thence  their  life  and  strength  derive,  And  by  thee  move,  and  in  thee  live. 
Thou  giv'st  the  power  thy  grace  to  move;  O  wondrous  grace !  O  wondrous  love! 

•0- 


CHORUS. 


let 


my  soul  remain, 


^  1^— f-  ,  -V- 

For  life  or  death  with  thee  is  gain. 


JL^  >   K-A  N  S    ^1  !  -N-A— Nf-H — -K-ii^ — -j-T- 


D.S. 


ItrustinthyredeemingbloodjOwash  me  in  the  precious  flood;  Here,  Saviour, 
N  N 


Cojpyright,  1893.  by  J  no.  K.  Sweney. 


•J  J 


\J  ^  \J 


'J  \J  \J 


5  How  can  it  be,  thou  heavenly  King, 
That  thou  shouldst  us  to  glory  bring  ? 
Make  slaves  the  partners  of  thy  throne, 
Decked  with  a  never-fading  crown  ? 


6  Henceourheartsmelt,oureyes  o'erflow, 
Our  words  are  lost,  nor  will  we  know, 
Nor  will  we  think  of  aught  beside, 
"My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucified." 


M.  W.  Morse.  Jno  R.  Swenbt. 


3t 


22: 


1.  There's  a  hand  held  out  in  pi-  ty,  There's  a  hand  held  out  in  love ;  It  -will 

2.  Oh,  how  gently  will  it  lead  us !       Oh,  how  tender  is  its  touch  !  *T\s  the 

3.  Yes, 'tis  love  to  me,  a  sin- ner,  Prompts  this  hand  to  reach  so  low,  Striding 

4.  Shall  I,  to  this  hand  extended,      Pay  no  heed  as  it   in  -  vites?  Shall  my 


pi  -  lot    to  the  ci  -  ty, 

bless  -  ed  hand  of  Je  -  sus ; 

thus    to    he  the  win  -  ner, 

Sav  -  iour  be  of-  ifend  -  ed, 


Where  our  Father  dwells   a  -  hove. 
We  all  need  it,  oh,     so  much! 
Ere  I  reap  what  I    shall  sow. 
Give  I  not    to  him    his  rights? 


3 


55  ^T^rst^i^t 


1  ^ 



-\  

■rr 

m 


CHORUS.  , 


There's  a  hand  held  out  to  you, 


to  you,  There's  a  hand  held  out  to  me,  to  me. 


1^- 


-\rV 


2^ 


-4- 


I  I 


There's  a  hand  that  will  prove  true,      Whatev  -  er  our  lot  shall  be. 

^    ^  IjJu^J  prove  true,  I 


1 


5  Nay,  I  would  this  proffered  hand  take. 
Knowing  that  it  leads  aright ; 
Yes,  I  would  this  loving  choice  make ; 
Trusting  in  his  love  and  might. 


6  Then,  as  hand  in  hand  together 

With  my  Saviour,  with  my  Friend, 
With  my  Christ,  my  Elder  Brother, 
Let  him  lead  till  life  shall  end. 


Copyright,  1889,  by  Jno.  R-  Swsnay. 
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Rev.  E.  S.  Uffokd. 


(May  be  sung  as  a  Solo  and  Chorus.) 

E.  S.  U.    Arr.  by  Geo.  C.  Stebbins. 


Throw  out  the  life-line  a-  cross  the  dark  wave,  There  is    a    brother  whom 
Throw  out  the  life-line  with  handquickandstrong:  Why  do  you  tarry,  why 
Throw  out  the  life-line  to  danger-fraught  men,  Sinking  in  anguish  where 
Soon  will  the  season  of  res  -  cue  be  o'er,  Soon  will  they  drift  to  e- 


^    ^  \^ 


— ^- 


m 


some  one  should  save;  Somebod  -  y's  brother!  oh, 
lin  -  ger  so  long?  See!  he     is  sinking,  oh, 
you've  nev-er  been:  Winds  of    temptation  and 
ter  -  ni-  ty's  shore,  Haste  then,n'y  brother,  no 
|S    ^     ^   N  N •^ 


who  then,  will  dare  To 
hast  -  en    to  day — And 
bil-  lows  of  woe  Will 
time  for    de-lay.  But 

^ 


V— - 


CHORUS. 


Throw  out  the  life-line! 


throw  out  the  life-line,  his  per  -  il    to  share  ? 
out  with  the  life-boat!  a  -  way,  then,  a-  way 
soon  hurl  them  out  where  the  dark  waters  flow, 
throw  out  the  life-line,  and  save  them  to-  day. 


5--f: 


Throw  out  the  life-line!  Someone  is  drifting     a  -  way;    Throw  out  the 

^  ^    It     ^         ^  JfL'   ^    J^L^^  .  . 


 V  ^- 


I 


1=^ 


u  I  'J   \j   ^   ^  X  \ 

life-line!  Throw  out  the  life-line !  Someone  is  sinking  to  -  day 
^    -       ^    J^'   ^  "St    ^  ^ 


M  ^_ 


Copyright,  lt)90,  b;  The  Biglow  &  Main  Co.   Died  b;  permisaiou. 
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4i 


Em  «  515  tor  ®tiee/' 


H.  BONAR. 


W.  H.  DOANB. 


1.  I  gave  my  life  for  thee,  My  precious  blood  I  shed, That  thou  might'st  ransom'd  be, 

2.  I  spent  long  years  for  thee  In  weariness  and  woe,That  one  e-  ter-  ni  -  ty 

3.  My  Father's  house  of  light.  My  rainbow-circled  throne,  I  left  for  earthly  night, 

4.  I  suffered  much  for  thee, — More  than  my  tongue  can  tell,  Of  bitterest  agony; 


[ — r 


u  u  1^  u 


U4 

•J 

And  quickened  from  the  dead ;  I  gave  my  life  for  thee  ;  What  hast  thou  done  for  me  ? 
Of  joy  thou  mightest  know ;  I  spent  long  years  for  thee  ;  Hast  thou  spent  one  for  me  ? 

For  wand'rings  sad  and  lone  ;  I  left  it  all  all  for  thee ;  Hast  thou  left  aught  for  me  ? 

To  rescue  thee  from  hell ;  I  suffered  much  for  thee  ;  What  dost  thou  bear  for  me  ? 


-m  w — r 

ml 


I     D    U    ]J  U 


CHORUS.  ^ 

 P  N 


1^ 


This 
This 


I    did  for  thee, 


What  hast  thou  done  for  me  ? 


did    for   thee.  What  hast 


thou      done   for    me?  Yes, 

^  ^  -  -  - 


This  I  did 
this  I 


for  thee, 
did 


What  hast  thou  done  for  me? 


for  thee. 


5  And  I  have  brought  to  thee, 
Down  from  my  house  above, 

Salvation  full  and  free. 
My  pardon  and  my  love ; 

Great  gifts  I  brought  to  thee; 

What  hast  thou  brought  to  me  ? 

Ond  bj  permisiioD  of  with  W.  H.  Ootne,  owner  of  CopjrighL 


Oh,  let  thy  life  be  given. 
Thy  years  for  me  be  spent, 

World  fetters  all  be  riven, 
And  joy  with  suffering  blent; 

Give  thou  thyself  to  me, 

And  I  will  welcome  thee  1 


iQntt  tov  all  tttt  Saviour  MitU 


75 


Rev  J.  H.  Martin. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


4- 


1.  Once  for  all  the  Saviour  died,  Christ  the  Lord  was  era  -  ci  -  fied ! 

2.  Once  for  all  our   sins  he  bore,  Bought  our  peace  for-ev  -  ermore ; 

3.  Once  for  all  the  Saviour  rose,    Vic  -  tor  o'er  his  mi^ht-  y  foes : 

4.  Once  for  all  as  -  cending  high,  Throned  and  crowned  above  the  sky 


.Cl          ^  * 

1 

Once  for  all    he  shed  his  blood,    Bearing  forth  a    pur- pie  flood. 

Once  for  all    our  debt  he  paid,    Full,  complete  a-  tonement  made. 
With  their  glorious  King  and  Head,  Saints  shall  waken  from  the  dead. 
There  he   in  -  tercedes  and  reigns, — Praise  him  in  triumphant  strains. 


REFRAIN. 


^  j  i^—- 


Oh,  re-  ceive  him  and  find  rest ! 

2:"  £       H«.  ♦ 


Oh,    be-  lieve  him  and  be  blest ! 


■I  i  i  1 — — r 


 #- 

Jt:  rs-r^ 

All  your  sins  shall  be  for-  given, 


I 

*Iou  shall  reign  with  him  in  heaven. 


Copyright,  1881,  by  I.  C.  O'B 
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Rev.  John  R.  Colgan. 


A.  F.  Myers.    By  per. 


1.  Mighty"  ar  -  ray  of  the  young,  Lift  the  voice  in  cheer-  ful  song, 

2.  Tongues  of  children  light  and  free,  Tongues  of  youth  all  full  of  glee, 

3.  Je  -  sus  lives, oh,  bless-  ed  words!  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords! 

I 


,N     |N  I 


If  If 
 N  V 


Send  the  welcome  word  along, 
Sing  to  all  on  land  and  sea, 
Lift  the  crossand  sheathe  the  swords. 
  N  ^JS_^-^__j 


~N — N— N- — w — He 
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Je-  sus  lives !  Once  he  died  for  you  and  me, 
Je-  sus  lives!  Light  for  you  and  all  mankind, 
Je-  sus  lives !  See,  he  breaks  the  prison  wall, 


V — — / — ^ 
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Bore  our  sins  up-  on  the  tree, 
Sight  for  all  by  sin  made  blind. 
Throws  aside  the  dreadful  pall 


Now  he  lives  to  make  us  free,  Je-  sus 
Life  in  Je  -  sus  all  may  find,  Je-  sus 
Conquers  death  at  once  for  all,  Je-  sus 

IS  K 

— u 


lives! 
lives! 
lives! 


-4—22;: 


32: 


CHORUS. 


^   N  N 
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Wait  not  till  the  shadows  lengthen,  till  you  old-  er  grow,  Ral-  ly  now  and 

Wait  not,  Sing, 

I  I  ^  1^  ^  ^  J 


-t — 

not, 

'—0  ^ 


Wait 


wait 

^  ^ 


Sing 


for 


sing  for  Je  -  sus,  ev-  'ry  where  you  go, 

sing. 


Je  - 


I  . 


Lift  your  joyful  voices  high. 


1;  U  b 
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Repeat  chorus  pp. 


-0 — 0—0- 


-0  ^  -H  0 — 5 — — 

'     -0-     \^      '      '     -0-  |---»- 

Riiifjing  clear  thro'  earth  and  sky,  Let  the  blessed  tidings  fly,    Je  sus  lives  ! 

-0  0  0  0  0  0  0     i     0     0  5  a  0  0  0—r-0  1  1- 
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L.  H.  Edmunds. 
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Jno.  R.  Swenkt. 
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1.  Rest,  weary  heart.  For  Je-  sus  bids  thee  rest;  Sweet  comfort  find  Up- 
•2.  Come, with  thy  fears,With  all  thy  griefs  to-day;     His  gen-  tie  hand  Will 

3.  Tell  him  thy  need.  Yea,  o -  pen  all  thy  heart;    His  mighty  love  Will 

4.  Rest,  weary  heart.  Upon  thy  heavenly  Frien(J;  Till  morning  break,  And 


-(2- 


1^ 


CHORUS. 


on  his  loving  breast.    Rest,  rest,  weary  heart,  rest,  Rest,  rest,  weary  heart,  rest, 
wipe  thy  tears  away, 
healing  balm  impart, 
earthly  sorrows  end. 


-0r*- 


m 


And  find  sweet  comfort,find  sweet  comfort,fiud  sweet  comfort  On  thy  Saviour's  breast. 


Copytight,  1692,  bjr  Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


78  3BtrOt|>et,  toeU  aiOtt  CfO? 

Wm.  Woodward.  Mrs.  W.  V.  Bakbr. 


1.  A-  way  beyond  the  stars  which  the  midnight  sky  un-  folds,  There  are 

2.  There-are  cities  rich  in  grandeur    in  -  viting  you  to    come,  And 

3.  There  leap  the  lame  for  joy,  there  the  blind  receive  their  sight;  There 

4.  But,  one  will  meet  us  there  who  has  been  our  heart's  de-  light,  Whose 


scenes  of  rar- est  beauty,  andpal-a-ces  of  gold;  And  o'er  that  lovely 
who  can  tell  the  wealth  of  a  heavenly  cit  -  y  home?  Its  rural  scenes,  its 
ears  long  closed  to  sound  will  be  ravished  with  delight;  There  tongues  thatnever 
praises  we  have  suug  thro'  the  sleepless  hours  of  night;  How  sweetthethoughtthat 

prospect  there  falls  no  winter's  snow,  There  warblers  sing  in  endless  spring,  O 
mansions,  its  crystal  streams  that  flow,    All,  all  are  free  for  you  and  me,  O 
uttered  a  sentence  here  be  -  low,  Burst  into  song  through  ages  long,  O 
Jesus  we  then  shall  see  and  know.  Who  by  his  grace  prepared  that  pi  ace,  O 


0  0  0  1 

0— 
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!    u  1  : 

1    ^  ^ 

brother,  will  you  go  ?  There  warblers  sing  in  endless  spring,  O  brother,  will  you  go? 
brother, will  you  go  ?  All,  all  are  free  for  you  and  me,  O  brother,  will  you  go? 
brother,  will  you  go?  Burst  into  song  through  ages  long,  O  brother,  will  you  go? 
brother,  will  you  go  ?  Who  by  his  grace  prepared  that  plaee,0  brother,  will  you  go? 

)J  Copyrisht,  1802.  by  Jno.  B.  Swency.     |/     I  '  I 


From  the  "  Singing  Pilgiim."  T.  C.  O'Kanb.    By  per. 


-  f  Dis-  ci  -  pies  of  Je-  sus,  why  stand  ye  here  i  -  die  ?  Go  work  in  his  vine- 
\  The  night  is  approaching,  when  no  man  can  labor,  .... 

2  f  Our  field  is  the  world,  and  our  work  is  before  us.    To  each    is  appoint- 
\  At  home  or  abroaci,  in  the  cottage  or  palace,  .... 


3-rEEEESrB 


yard,  he  calls  you  to-  day ;  Our  Master  commands  us,  and  shall  we  delay  ? 
ed   a   message  to  bear;    Wherev  -  er  di  -  rect-  ed,  our  mission  is  there. 


mil 


CHORUS. 


" -J-^  NpJ — I    I      I     N    I   U-^ 


The  field  is  the  world!  The  field  is  the  world !  Look  up,  for  the  harvest  is  near; 


 0-  -Of  # 
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When  the  reapers  from  glory  "Will  shout  as  they  come, 

1  And  the  Lord  of  the  harvest  appear. 


-^rv-   '  r   — r 

3  Perhaps  we  are  called  from  the  highways  and  hedges, 
To  gather  the  lowly,  despised,  and  oppressed  ; 

If  this  be  our  duty,  then  why  should  we  falter? 
We'll  do  it,  and  trust  to  our  Saviour  the  rest. 

4  O'er  islands  that  sleep  in  tha  wave-crested  ocean, 
We'll  scatter  the  truth,  and  its  fruit  it  shall  bear ; 

O'er  ic;>-covered  regions  and  rock-girded  mountains 
The  Lord  will  protect  as  his  children  are  there. 

5  Instead  of  the  thorn  shall  the  myrtle  be  planted  ; 
The  desert  shall  blossom  and  bloom  as  the  rose  ; 

The  palm-tree  rejoicing  shall  spread  forth  her  branches 
The  lamb  and  the  lion  together  repose. 


1 
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JfLiA  C.  Thompson.  Jno.  R.  Swbney. 
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 1  

^0 

1.  I  know  that  heav'n  lies  just  beyond  This  earthly  state,  this  earthly  state; 

2.  I  know  the  heartaches  of  this  life  Will  all  be  healed,  will  all  be  healed. 

3.  I  know  that  when  my  time  shall  come  To  dwell  a-  bove,  to  dwell  a-  hove, 


•0-*    -0-  ^^ 
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That  Christ  himself  holds  death's  cold  wand;  So  1  can  wait,  so    I  can  wait. 
When  the  blest  peace  that  ends  earth's  strife  Shall  be  revealed,  shall  be  revealed. 
Jesus  his  child  will  welcome  home  With  tend'rest  love,  with  tend'rest  love. 


■0-  *   -0-  -0-  -0- 
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I  know  the  dark,  mysterious  ways  My  feet  may  tread,  my  feet  may  tread 
I  know  that 'raid  the  world's  turmoil  God  giveth  rest,  God   giveth  rest; 
His  an  -  gel  guards  will  open  wide  Heav'n's  pearly  gate,  heav'n's  pearly  gate; 


— 


Will  all  be  plain  when  heav'nly  rays  Are  on  them  shed,  are  on  them  shed. 
His  arm  is  round  me  in  its  toil  And  I  am  blest,  and  I  am  blest. 
And  I  shall  then  be  s<x«  -  i8 So   I  can  wait,   so   I    can  wait/ 

{"copyright,  1887,  by  Jno.  K.  Sweaey.  |  |i  I 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1 


1.  Who  stands  ont-side  the    clos-ed  door?  Rise  and  let  him 

2.  It  is    the  Sav-iour  calls  to  thee,  Rise  and  let  him. 

3.  In  pa  -  tient  love  he  pleading  stands,  Rise  and  let  him 

4.  All  night  he  kept  his    vig  -  ils  true ;  Rise  and  let  him 

r-  ^  -R- 


m. 
in. 
in. 
in. 


1 — t- 


1 — t — t- 


Who  is     it    knocking,  o'er  and  o'er?  Rise  and  let  him 

He  will  come  in     and  sup  with  thee,  Rise  and  let  him 

The  nail  prints  still  are  in   his  hands,  Rise  and  let  him 

Be    -  hold  his  locks  are  wet  with  dew ;  Rise  and  let  him 


in. 
in. 
in. 
in. 


m 


mi 
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REFRAIN. 


Let  him  in,  Let  him  in,  Let  the  bless -ed  Sav-iour 

Let  him  in,  Let  him  in, 

.ft.  ^    ^    ^  I 
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I  Let  him  in 


He  is  standing  at  the  door,  He  is  knocking  o'er  and  o'er, 


V  V 

Copyright,  1887,  by  Wm.  J.  Kibkpateick. 


5.  O  why  should  he  be  waiting  now? 

Rise  and  let  him  in. 
Thy  Lord,  with  glory-circled  brow, 
Rise  and  let  him  in. 

6.  Beware,  beware !  undo  the  door ; 

Rise  and  let  him  in. 
Lest  he  should  leave  thee  evermore, 
Rise  and  let  him  in. 


Unfading  Treasures-F 


82 


E.  E.  HEWiT-r. 


Jno.  R.  Swhnet. 
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1.  Come,  contrite  one,  and  seek  his  grace,  Je  -  sns  is  passing  by ; 

2.  Come,  hungry  one,  and  tell  year  need,  Je  -  sus  is  passing  by ; 

3.  Come,  wea-  ry  one,  and  find  sweet  rest,  Je  -  sus  is  passing  by ; 

4.  Come,  burdened  one,  bring  ail  your  care,  Je  -  sus  is  passing  by ; 


rr 


See  in    his  rec  -  on  -  cil  -  ed  face  The  sunshine  of    the  sky. 
The  Bread  of  Life  your  soul  will  feed.  And  ful  -  ly  sat  -  is  -  fy. 
Come  where  the  longing  heart  is  blessed,  And  on    his  bos  -  om  lie. 
The  love  that  list=  ens  to  your  prayer  Will  ''no  good  thing"  de  -  ny. 


1  1 
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CHORUS. 
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Pass  -  ing  by,  .  .    pass  -  ing  by,  .  .  Hasten  to  meet  him  on  the  way, 

Passing  by,      passing  by,  passing  by,     passing  by, 


1  
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Tit. 


Jesus  is  passing  by  to-day,  Pass-  -  mg  by,  .  .     pass-  -  ing  by. 

Passing  by,        passing  by,  passing  by,       passing  by. 


Copjrigbt,  1891,  bj  Jao.  E.  Snenej 


a  SitftUtv  in  m  Einxt  of  Storm.  83 


God  is  the  rock  of  my  refuge."— Ps.  xciv 


Words  arranged. 


A,  J.  Showalter.    By  per. 


I 

1.  The  Lord's  our  Rock,  in  him  we  hide,  A 

2.  A  shade  by  day,  defence  by  night,  A 

3.  The  raging  storms  may  round  us  beat,  A 

4.  O  Rock  divine,    O    Refuge  dear,  A 

■0-  -0- 
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shelter  in  the  time  of  storm  ; 

shelter  in  the  time  of  storm  ; 

shelter  in  the  time  of  storm  ; 

shelter  in  the  time  of  storm  ; 
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I  a  e — 
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-N  N  ^— : 


# — a- 
-# — 


m 


Se-  cure  whatev  -  er  may  be-  tide,  A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm. 

No  fears  a-  larm,  no  foes  affright,  A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm. 

We'll  nev-  er  leave  this  safe  retreat,   A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm. 

Be  thou  our  helper    ev  -  er  near,  A  shelter  in  the  time  of  storm. 


>     « — ^ 
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CHORUS. 


Oh,    Jesus  is  a  Rock  in  a   weary  land,  A  weary  land,  a  weary  land; 

^  ,   .        _  .  t-  t:  t:  t:  t:  Si 
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Jesus  is  a  Rock  in   a     weary  land,  A   shelter  in  the  time  of  storm. 


i 


84       jpfte  iStnntitul  Etmt  to  eome. 

Miss  Emma  M.  Johnston.  Wm.  J  Kirkpatrick. 


-A  -A— 1  J  
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1.  There's  a  beautiful  time  to  cnme   To  the  wea-  ry  of  heart  and  sad, 

2.  lu  the  beautiful  time  to  come  There  is  fuhiess  of  .joy  in  store, 

3.  In  the  beautiful  time  to  come      The  time  of  the  gathering  home, 

4.  Oh,  the  beautiful  time  to  come,     The  time  by  the  seers  foretold, 


^— • — * — ff— 
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When  the  feet  at  the  riv  -  er  -  side  Shall  be  staid  at  the  e  -  ven-  tide. 
When  each  sorrow  shall  pass  a  way,  As  the  mist  at  the  opening  day, 
When  the  tears  shall  fall  no  more  From  the  eyes  that  wept  of  yore, 
When  the  loved  shall  meet  once  more,  When  we  hear  the    bending  oar, 

_w,  ^  ^    _|  \  j  \—r-irr-.  r-ii  1-  — i  r  r 

And  the  burdens  laid  a  -  side,  In  the  beauti  -  fnl  time  to  come. 
And  our  songs  be  heard  for  aye, .  In  the  beauti  -  ful  time  to  come. 
And  the  feet  shall  press  that  shore,  In  the  beauti  -  ful  time  to  come. 
And  cross  to  the  oth  -  er  shore,  In  the  beauti  -  ful  time  to  come. 


ms  ffnmvXnnU,  85 

Rev.  W.  Hunter.  T.  C.  O'Kanh. 

1.       There  is      a  place  where  the  angels  dwell,  A  pure  and  a  peaceful  abode ; 


2.  There  is  a  place  where  they  never  die,  Where  beauty  and  youth  never  fade ; 

3.  There  is  a  place  where  my  friends  have  gone  Who  suffered  and  worshiped  with  me, 

4.  There   is      a  place  where  I  hope  to  live,  When  life  and  its  labors  are  o'er, — 


n^n^^aT:^  K-^ — =FF— 
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The  joys  of  that  place  no  tongue  can  tell,  But  there  is  the  palace  of  God. 
Where  never  is  heard  the  mournful  cry,  "My  friend,  my  beloved  is  dead." 
Ex  -  alted  with  Christ,  high  on  his  throne,  The  King  in  his  beauty  they  see. 
A  place  which  the  Lord  to  mewillgive,  And  then  I  shall  sorrow  no  more. 


■y— t*— y— b^— y- 


CHORUS. 
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ound  for  home,  for 
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soon  shall  I  join    the  ransom 'd  band,  And  dwell  in  that  city  of  love. 


'^—0 — ^- 
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By  permission. 
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F.  A.  B. 


ffniv  Mortals. 

'He  hath  prepared  for  them  a  city." — Heb.  xi.  i6. 


F.  A.  Blackmbr. 


-A-    •    J    «-  H- 

Swing  back  for  one  moment,  fair  portals    Of  that  wondrous  city,  we  pray  ; 
One  glimpse  shall  our  courage  embolden,  And  brighten  the  whole  of  our  way ; 
We've  read  of  that  city's  bright  glory,  That  knows  not  the  darkness  of  night ; 
We've  read  of  the  Tree  and  the  Riv-  er.   Life's  water  and  fruit  ev-er  fair ; 
Those  gates  we're  approaching,  how  cheering  I  Oh,  let  us  prove  faithful  alway  \ 


— «i- 
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Oh,  why  should  the  sight  be  withholden  ?  By  faith  we  would  view  it  to-day. 

And  reading  that  wonderful  sto  -  ry  Has  ravished  our  souls  with  delight. 
We've  looked  up  in  faith  to  the  Gi  ver.  And  prayed  that  v>  e  might  enter  there. 
And  know,  as  the  city  we're  nearing,  That  they  shall  to  us  some  sweet  day 


-r» — T—f—f — 
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CHORUS. 


A  moment,  and  let  us  look  thro' 


Swing  o  -  pen,  tairpor-  tals, 

Zas^D.  Swingo  -  pen,         those  por- tals.  And  we  shall  in  triumph  go  in 

Swing  o-  pen,  fair  portals, 

M.  M-  .m.  -p.        ^     I     r  r 
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One  glimpse,  and  we  faltering  raor  -  tals 
Where  we  shall  as  ransom'd  immortals 

— 0 — 0 — 0 — 0 — 0. 


I 

To  enter  shall  press  on  a- new. 
E-  ter  -  nit-  y  blessed  be-  gin. 

n. . 


CepTTight,  1891,  br  Jobn  J.  Hood. 


87 


L  H.  Edmunds. 


Chas.  Edw,  Pollock, 
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1.  We  are  sing  -  ing  on  the  way,   To    a   blessed  land  of  day,  Where  the 

2.  What  though  trials  here  we  meet?  Soon  we'll  walk  the  golden  street,  Where  we'll 

3.  We  are  pressing  on  the  way.  Let  us  work,  and  watch,  and  pray,  Winning 
-#-    #•  ^  ^  ^ 


5! 


r-i: 


-4 


_^ — — L 


raptured  hal  -  le  -  lu-  jahs  nev-  er  cease;  Soon  we'll  see  its  shining  towers, 
look  up  -  on  the  beau-  ty  of  our  King;  Tears  of  sorrow  here  may  flow, 
stars  to  sparkle  in  our  crowns  of  light ;  Let  us  tell  the  Saviour's  love, 
^  ^  '    .     ^    ^    ^    ^  ^  ^ 


Fine. 


^  ^-hH^-#i-  -# — m- 


Rest  within  its  lovely  bowers,  In  that  Eden-land  of  ev- er- lasting  peace. 
Bat  "  hereafter  we  shall  know,"  And  redeeming  love  thro' endless  ages  sing. 
Till  he  bids  us  come  above.  Where  no  shadow  ever  mars  the  radiance  bright. 


# — # — 0 — » — 0 — » — f~V) — r 


D.8. — glory  we  shall  share,  In  the  house  of*  many  mansions,"  bright  and  fair. 


CHORUS. 
K  


-N — K — 


-0 — 0 — 0- 


U     U     U  \^ 

Blessed  home!  blessed  home!  In  the  house  of '  many 

Ble<;sed  home  !  blessed  home  ! 


-  -S  0—0 — 0  -0- 


V — — U — V-^ 


D.8. 


mansions,"  bright  and  fair 

bright  and  fair 
•     m     m     ^    ^  4^  JL 


For  we'll  be  like 


r»  1-^  1^  !  1^  — j^pi 

 h  ^ — 9 


let 


Je-  sus  there,  And  his 
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88  St)ot9etri9  Of  mtmins. 


'And  I  will  cause  the  shower  to  come  down  in  his  season. 
Ezekiel  xxxiv.  26. 


Jennie  Garnett. 


6^ 


it 


^  i 


-4-=^  ^  J.-^—4- 

-0-    -0-    -0-    -0-  -0- 


Jno.  R.  Swenet, 

A — ^ — ^ — fN — ^ — s^-^-i^  ' 


0---0 


m 


1.  Here  in  thy  name  we  are  gathered,  Come  and  revive  us,  O    Lord ; 

2.  O  that  the  showers  of  bless -ing  Now  on  our  souls  may  descend, 

3.  There  shall  be  showers  of  blessing, — Promise  that  never  can  fail ; 

4.  Showers  of  blessing, — we  need  them,  Showers  of  blessing  from  thee; 

js  ,\  ^  ,\  ,\  ^     -  -#- 


t=±f=z=?=i=[S 


J  L_z± 


"  There  shall  be  showers  of  bless- ing  "  Thou  hast  declared  in  thy  word. 
While  at  the  footstool  of  mer  -  cy  Pleading  thy  promise  we  bend ! 
Thou  wilt  regard  our  x^e  -  ti  -  tion  ;  Sure  -  ly  our  faith  will  pre  -  vail. 
Showers  of  blessing, — oh,  grant  them  ;  Thine  all  the  glory  shall  be. 


IS 


CHORUS. 


Oh,  gracious- ly  hear  us.       Gracious- ly  hear  us,  we  pray 

gracious -ly  hear  us, 
0     T   0 — 0  ^0  0—M  =  »  ~ 


'm 


'W—^—W—W- 


I 


0  4  '  •  6 

us  Showers  of  blessing  to  -  day. 


Pour  from  thy  windows  upon 

^      ^      ^      ^        l^ Lord,  pour  up-on  us 

-t  -t  -t    l    J— «-r  ,f        f>   f  , 


 «-^-r-F  P  F— ^  0—S     I  0  --#  1- 


-V — ^- 


Capsn^t,  1888,  by  Jho.  R.  Swekbt. 
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Martha  J.  Lankton. 


Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


m 


1.  I  will  go,     I     can-  not  stay  From  the  arms  of  love  a-  way ; 

2.  Though  I  long  have  tried  in  vain,  Tried    to  break  the  tempter's  chain, 

3.  •!    am  lost,  and  yet    I  know  Earth  can  nev  -  er    heal  my  woe ; 

4.  Something  whispers    in  my  soul,  Though  my  sins  like  mountains  roll, 

5.  I     o  -  bey  the  Saviour's  call.  Now  to  him    I    yield  my  all. 


 !L_gE_|t  ^  w — ^- 


^  1  1 


i=:=t==t 
-» — » — ^ 


1            >          s                                                                           _    ^  ^ 

Oh,    for  strength  of  faith    to    say,  Je  -  sus  died  for  me. 

Yet    to-  night  I'll     try     a  -  gain,  Je  -  sus,  help  thou  me. 

I    will  rise     at    once  and    go,  Je  -  sus  died  for  me. 

Je  -  sus'  blood  will  make  me  whole,    Je  -  sus  died   for  me. 

At    his  feet,  where  oth  -  ers    fall.  There's     a    place  for  me. 

CHOB.US. 

_fl.e_lt  |N  1    K  \    1  l_r_t  1  _ 


Can  it     be,  oh,  can     it     be     There  is  hope  for     one  like  me  ? 


rit. 


3 


~»  9  9~ 

I    will   go  with  this  my    plea,  Je 


IS] 


^  -tS>- 

sus  died  for  me. 


m. 


^  CopsT\fiut,  1888,  by,  Wm.  J.  iiiBKrATmicK. 
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L.  W.  Smith 


&loviom  u&  tt)t  ILt^t 

And  they  shall  be  mine,  saith  the  Lord  of  hosts,  in  that  day  when 


make  up  my  jewels." — Mai  iii :  17. 


F.  A  B: 


1 


3 


1.  When  the  jewels  of  earth  shall  be  gather'd,  They  with  glory  effulgent  shall  shine, 

2.  What  a  host  there  will  be  of  the  sav'd  ones!  Like  thestarsof  the  night,we  are  told, 

3.  They  are  those  who  have  folio  w'd  the  Saviour,  Out  of  ev-  er  -  y  nation  and  tribe, 

4.  "  Thou  art  worthy,  O  Christ,"  they  are  singing, 

"  Who  bath  died,  all  our  race  to  redeem." 


m 


As  they  come  to  the  gates  of  that  city,  Sweeping  in  thro'  its  portals  divine. 
As  they  march  in  their  strength  and  their  grandeur, 

Thro'  the  bright,  shining  streets  of  pure  gold. 
Who  have  come  thro'  a  great  tribulation.  Praises  loud  they  to  Jesus  ascribe. 
Hallelujah !  "  the  grand  swelling  chorus,  And  his  love  everlasting  their  theme. 
-    -    J    _h    N  ^     -  ^  " 


3^ 


CHORUS. 


I        I  b 


Glo-  rious  as  the  light  of  the  king    -    -    -    -  dom !    Glorious  as  the 

Glo-  ri  -  ous  as  the  light,  g  ^ 


b  b  I'  b  . 


.ft  r 


u  ^z!  — ^_  tfh 


bright,  ris  -  ing    sun.  Oh,  what   a  rapturous  sight,  In  that 

as      the  bright,  ris  -  ing  sun.  .  S 


heav'nly  home  so  bright, — As  glo- rious  as  the  light  of  the  kingdom  I 


;ht,  1691,  i.y  John  J.  . 


L  E.  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


 p-jsr  0 — 0 — » 

1.  There  is  rest,  sweet  rest,  at  the  Master's  feet.  There  is  favor  now  at  the 

2.  There  is  grace  to  help  in  our  time  of  need,  For  our  friend  above  is  a 

3.  When  our  songs  are  glad  with  the  joy  of  life,When  our  hearts  are  sad  with  its 

4.  There  is  perfect  peace  though  the  wild  waves  roll  ;There  are  gifts  of  love  for  the 


mer  -  cy  seat.  For  a  -  ton  -  ing  blood  has  been  sprinkled  there: 
friend  in-  deed,  We  may  cast  on  him    ev-  'ry  grief  and  care ; 

ills  and  strife.  When  the  powers  of  sin  would  the  soul  ensnare, 
seek  -  ing  soul;  Till  we  praise  the  Lord    in  his  home  so  fair, 

5.  ^.  ^. 

±==t==t=:: 


There  is 
There  is 
There  is 


t-- 


5 


REFRAIN. 


'9—JL 


always  a  blessing,  a  blessing  in  prayer.There's  a  blessing  in  prayer,  in  be  - 


r=t=t=::F 

I  '■ 


-r— t 


» — I— » — © 

t=:l:i;—iS 


i 


-A- 


— '  N- 


:za: 


4— J- 


9  9  

lieving  prayer ;  When  our  Saviour's  name  to  the  throne  we  bear,  Then  a  Father's 
.m.   j^.   jfi.  ^ 


-v—v- 


^  ^ 


A— A^ 


-9- 

love  will  receive  us  there ;  There  is  always  a  blessing,  a  blessing  in  prayer. 


CopTright,  1887,  by  Wm.  J.  Kiekpatbick. 
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fiUmtlf  fit  tttt  ji<atne. 


W.  H.  Clakk. 


Arranged  by  Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRlCK, 


A-  - 


1.  All  praise  to  Him  who  reigns  a-bove,  In  ma  -  jes  -  ty  su-preme, 

2.  His  name   a-  bove  all  names  shall  stand,  Exalt  -  ed  more  and  more, 

3.  Ee-  deem  -  er,  Saviour,  Friend  of  man  Once  ru  -  ined   by    the  fall, 

4.  His  name  shall  be  the  Counsel  -  lor,  The  might- y  Prince  of  Peace, 


m 


- — • —  *- J— ' 

Who  gave  his  Son  for  man  to  die,  That  he  might  man  re  -  deem. 

At  God  the  Father's  own  right  hand,  "Where  angel  hosts  a  -  dore. 
Thou  hast  devised  sal  -  vation's  plan,  For  thou  hast  died  for  all. 

Of   all  earth's  kingdoms  conquer- or,  Whose  reign  shall  never  cease. 


m 


-.»-r» 


g=z:gz=z:g=i_g_L  g 
#  |C  ^  P— 


t 


i 


X*  CHORUS. 

0  


Blessed  be  the  name,  blessed  be  the  name.  Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord ; 


I  \  —  0 — f — 0-^-& — 1  \^  


1 


A— A- 


-a-    -0-  "       '  "  -9-    -9-  -  -r 

Blessed  be  the  name,  blessed  be  the  name,  Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord 

r  r  r  1^  I 


5  The  ransomed  hosts  to  thee  shall  bring 
Their  praise  and  homage  meet ; 
With  rapturous  awe  adore  their  King, 
And  worship  at  his  feet. 


6  Then  shall  we  know  as  we  are  known, 
And  in  that  world  above 
Forever  sing  around  the  throne 
His  everlasting  love. 
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M.  A.  K.  Frank  M.  Davis.    By  per. 


5 


1.  Lord,  I  care  not  for  rich  -  es,  Neither  sil  -  ver  nor  gold ;   I  would  make  sure  of 

2.  Lord,  my  sins  they  are  ma-ny,  Like  the  sands  of  the  sea,  But  thy  blood,  Oh,  my 

3.  Oh  !  that  beau-ti  -  ful  cit  -  y,  With  its  mansions  of  light.  With  its  glo  -  ri  -  fied 


y  1^ 


heaven,     I  would  en  -  ter  the  fold.    In  the  book  of   thy  kingdom,  With  its 
Sa-viour!I^uf  -  fi-cient  for   me;    For  thy  promise    is    written,  In  bright 
be  -  ings^  In  pure  garments  of  white;  Wlierenoe-  vil  thing  cometh.  To  de  - 


£=» — f — »-f  


■9 — 9- 


a 


n 


^^^^^^^ 


pa  -  ges  so  fair.  Tell  me,  Je  -  sus,  mySav-iour,  Is  my  name  written  there? 
let  -  ters  that  glow,  "Though  your  sinsbe  as  scarlet,  I  will  make  them  like  snow." 
spoil  whatis    fair ;  Where  the  angels  are  watching, — Is  my  name  written  there  ? 


F»  >  r  ri 

1  1  > 

:r  -  r  l*-rg: 

■-1  h — 

t  r  r 

1 

Chorus, 


-Wi—r 


3 


my  name    writ  -  ten   there,       On     the  page   white     and  fair? 


3^ 


EI 


In     the  book     of      thy  king  -  dom.     Is    my  name  writ  -  ten    there  ? 


94 

Emma  M.  Johnston. 


i4 


Mark  v.  36. 


P 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1.  Oh,  why  should  we  wres  -  tie  with     fears      And  doubts,  which  the 

2.  His  word    is    as  -  sur  -  ance  com  -  plete ;       Thy  sins  and  thine 

3.  How   ea  -  sy  the  terms   of  his     grace:      'Tis     on  -  ly  to 


-i  <f>r 


Spir  -  it  must  grieve  ?  And  why  should  we  languish  in  sor  -  row  and  tears, 

i  -  dols  now  leave ;  Come,  pleading  his  promise,  and  fall    at  his  feet, 
ask  and  re  -  ceive ;  The  seal   of  his  fav  -  or,  the  smile  of  his  face, 

i_  u        I     I      I    ,  I.    h   I     i.    h  ! 


0~  #- 


CHORUS. 


When  there's  nothing  to  do   but   be  -  lieve. 
Then  you've  nothing  to    do   but   be  -  lieve. 
Are  for  those  who  will  on  -  ly    be  -  lieve. 


Be  -  lieve, 


Be  - 1  ieve,   be-  lieve, 

-4 


\ — 


-I  D. 


lieve, 


On  -  ly  on   Je  -  sus  be  -  lieve ;     Sal  -  va  -  tion  is 


!  I 


-0 — 


be  -  lieve. 


 ^ 


■0 — 0 — 0 — 


wait-ing  for  you  and  for  me,  There  is  nothing  to  do  but  be  -  liej^ 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


2—- «  «- 1  —0, — «  i — g~i-0  Z-i—m  '  ' — S- 

-0-      -0-'    -0-  ^     -tlh       •••^  • 


Rock  in  the  des 
Rock  in  the  des 
Rock  in  the  des 
Rock  in  the  des 


ert,  my  shield  from  the  blast,  Under  thy  shadow  I'm 
ert,  how  lovely  the  star    Guiding  my  footsteps  from 
ert,  how  peaceful  my  rest,   Kindly  protect  -  ed,  no 
ert,  O   Saviour  di-  vine,    Thou  art  my  refuge,  no 


-i«  


hid-  ing  at  last;  Dear  ]s  thy  ref-  uge,  and  welcome  to  me;  Rock  in  the 
wand'ring  a  -  far;  Now  I  am  hap-  py,  thy  shelter  I  see;  Rock  in  the 
longer  oppress'd;  Long  have  I  thirsted  for  streams  cool  and  free,  Rock  in  the 
love  is  like  thine;  Thou  my  Redeem- er  art  gracious  to  me;  Rock  in  the 


■0-^-0- 


-0  ^- 


CHORUS. 


I 

des- 
des- 
des- 
des- 


^1 


ert,  my  soul  flies  to  thee, 
ert,  my  faith  clings  to  thee 
ert,  I  find  them  in  thee, 
ert,  I  live  but  to  thee. 
—0  0—r9  0- 


— 


I  I 


My  soul 

My  soul  flies  to  thee.  My 


-0-  •#-*■#- 

flies  to  thee. 


soul  flies  to  thee. 


Rock  in  the  desert, 


My    soul  flies  to  thee; 

My   soul  flies  to  thee.  My        soul  flies  to  thee: 


-I — ^- 


Rock  in  the  des-  ert,  Rock  in  the  des  -  ert,  my  soul  flies  to  thee. 
-0-  -0-  ,  I 
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Lizzie  Edwards. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


J— 4- 


fi: 


-■3-: 


— ^■ 


1 


1.  In  thy  book,  where  glory  bright  Shines  with  never  -  fad-  ing  light, 

2.  In  the  book,  whose  pages  tell  Who  have  tried  to  serve  thee  well, 

3.  In  the  book,  where  thou  dost  keep  Record  still  of  years  that  sleep, 

4.  O  my  Saviour,  thou  canst  show  What  I  long   so  much  to  know  : 


■(2- 


"Where  thy  saved  thou  wilt  re-  cord,  Write  my  name,  my  name,  O  Lord. 
O'er  my  name  let  mer  -  cy  trace  Child  of  God,  redeemed  by  grace. 
Let  my  name  be  writ- ten  down  Heir  to  1  fe's  im- mor- ta!  crown. 
Let  my  faith  be- hold  and  see    That  my  life    is  hid  with  thee. 


r 


ii 


m 


CHORUS. 


t=\- 


MP 


Write  my  name  in  the  book   of  life,  Lamb  of  God,  write   it  there  ; 


-1  


-I  1- 


f"i--r 


•  


E 


Where  thy  saved  thou  wilt  re-  cord  Write  my  name,  my  n  iirie,  O  Lord. 


r 
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W.  A.  Ogdkn 


1.  I've    a  mes  -  sage  from 

2.  I've    a  mes  -  sage  full 

3.  Life    is  of  -  fered  un 

4.  I    will  tell    you  how 


the  Lord,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !  The 

of  love,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!  A 

to  thee,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!  E- 

I  came,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!  To 


;8: 


mes-  sage  un  -  to  you  I'll 
mes-  sage,  oh !  my  friend,  for 
ter  -  nal  life  thy  soul  shall 
Je  -  sus,  when  he  made  me 


— ^ — w — 1^^— 

give,    Tis    re  -  cord  -  ed    in  his  word, 
you,     'Tis     a    mes-  sage  from  a  -  bove, 
have,      If  you'll  on  -  ly  look  to  him, 
whole ;  Twas  be  -  liev-  lug   on  his  name, 

 ^ — — ^ 


till 


U.S. — Tis    re- cord -ed    in  his  word. 


i 


Fine. 


-li  w- 


Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !     It    is     on  -  ly  that  you  "  look  and  live." 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!    Je-sus  said    it,  and  I  know  'tis  true. 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !  Look  to     Je  -  sus  who  a  -  lone    can  save. 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!        I       trust -ed  and  he  saved  my  soul. 


^1 


U     ^    I        '  .     .     .     .     ,      ,  ^ 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !     It    is     on  -  ly  that  you  "  look  and  live." 


Look  and  live, .  .  .  my  bro^^^her,  live,  Look  to  Je  -  sus  now  and  live ; 

look  and  live,                         look  and  live, 
^.  M'-^-^t.^-    
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W.  A,  S.  "  How  long  halt  ye  ? 

Sloto  and  with  expression. 
—  ^ — \ — ^  — ^~:^rn  


I  Kings  xviii :  21.     Rev.  W.  A.  Spencer. D.  D. 


r 

1.  Some  go  away  from  the  house  to-night 

2.  Some  will  go  out  from  the  house  of  pray'r 

3.  Some  will  go  oat  from  the  house  to-night 

4.  Waiting  a    mo  -  ment  more  for  thee, 


ml 


Pur  -  i  -  fied  from    sin  ; 
Hardened  by    de  -  lay; 
Full    of  trust  in     God ; 
Je  -  sus  still  en  -  treats; 

h     I  I 


J  1  1  -t-^ — ^ — ^ — I  }0 

Cho. — Going    a-  way  from  Christ  to-night,  Away  from  his  lov-  ing    care : 


Fine. 


:=i: 


0th- ers  re-ject  the  precious  light,  And  go  a  -  way  nn- clean: 
Yielding  to  Sa  -  tan's  lur  -  ing  snare.  Will  hopeless  turn  a  -  way: 
Hap-  py  in  heart,  made  pure  and  white,  By  Je  -  sus'  precious  blood : 
Soon  will  the  knocking  end  -  ed    be,  That  now  thy  closed  heart  beats: 


:t:=--t: 


Go -ing    a  -  way  from  bless- ed  light   To  darkness  and  de  -  spair. 


I 


-€+ti 


I  1/1 
Lov-  ing  -  ly  still   the   Sav-  iour  stands,  Pleading  with  thy 

Nev  -  er- more  shall  the   Spir  -  it  plead    At    the  bolt  -  ed 

Go  not    a -way,  poor  wand'rer,  stay    Till  thou  too  art 

Stay,  sin-  ner,  stay    at    Mer  -  cy's  door,  Seek  the    o  -  pen 


heart ; 

door; 

free! 


D.  C.  Chorus. 


.%S: 


— 


mi 


k/        ^        ^  ^ 

Patiently  knocks  with  his  bleeding  hands,  Un will  -  ing  to     de - 
Now  is  the  hour  of  thy  soul's  great  need,  'Tis  now    or  nev  -  er  - 
Walking  with  Christ  in  life's  hap  -  py  way,  Most  bless-  ed  shalt  thou 
Sinner,  decide  now,  lest  hope  be  o'er,  And  thou  shouldstbe  too 


part, 
more, 
be. 
late. 


^tms  for  SMe. 
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W.  J.  K. 


Wm.  J.  KiKKPATRlCK. 


H  ^-  S  P^.-  f        ^  « 

s — » — ^-F^-T  F*' — • — * 


1.  Je  -  sus,  my  Saviour,   is  all  things  to    me,  Oh,  what  a  won- derful 

2.  Je  -  sus    in  sickness,  and    Je- sus  in  health,  Je  -  sus  in  pov-er-ty, 

3.  He    is    my  Refuge,  my  Rock,  and  my  Tower,  He  is  my  Fortress,  my 

4.  He    is    my  Prophet,  my  Priest  and  my  King,  He  is  my  Bread  of  Life, 

5.  Je-sus    in  sorrow,   in   joy,  or    in  pain,  Je  -  sus  my  Treasure  in 


-r— r  f  .-: 
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Sav-  iour    is      he :    Guiding,  pro  -  tect  -  ing,  o'er  life's  rolling  sea, 

com -fort    or  wealth.  Sunshine   or    tern  -  pest,  whatev  -  er     it  be, 

Strength  and  my  power ;  Life  Ev  -  er  -  last- ing,  my  Day'sman  is  he, 

Fountain  and  Spring ;  Bright  Sun  of   Righteousness,  Day-star  is  he, 

loss    or     in    gain;  Constant  Com- pan -ion,  where'er   I    may  be, 

^- 
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CHORUS. 


Mio;ht  -  y  De  -  liv'  -  rer- 

He     is  my    safe  -  ty  :- 

Bless  -  ed  Re  -  deem  -  er— 

Horn    of  Sal  -  va  -  tion- 

Liv  -'ing  or     dy  -  ing- 


-0- 

Je  -  sus  for 

Je  -  sus  for 

Je  -  sus  for 

Je  -  sus  for 

Je  -  sus  for 
I  I 
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me. 
me. 
me. 
me. 

me! 


Je  -  sus  for  me, 
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Je  -  sus  for    me,      All    the  time,  ev  -  'ry  where,  Je  -  sus  for  me. 
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Lanta  Wilson  Smith. 
L\  -0.     ^  ^  .0.  ^   0  • 


-1  .'  1  0— 


Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  You're  longing  to  work  for  the  Master,  Yet  waiting  for  something  to  do  ; 

2.  Go  rescue  that  wandering  brother  Who  sinks  'neath  his  burden  of  woe, 

3.  GrO  sing  happy  songs  of  rejoicing  With  those  who  no  sorrows  have  known 

4.  O  never, my  brother.stand  waiting,  Be  willing  to  do  what  you  can  ; 


You  fancy  the  future  is    holding  Some  wonderful  mission  for  you ; 

A  single  kind  action  may  save  him,  If  love  and  compassion  you  show  ; 
Go  weep  with  the  heart-broken  mourner.  Go  comfort  the  sad  and  the  lone ; 

The  humblest  service  is  need  -ed,     To  fill  out  the  Father's  great  plan  ; 


U    1/    u  u 


m 


r      -0-   -0-  -0'  -0      -  -0-   -0-  -0- 

But  while  you  are  waiting  the  moments  Are  rapid  -  ly  passing  a  -  way; 
Don't  shrink  from  the  vilest  about  you.  If  you  can  but  lead  them  from  sin ; 
From  pitfalls  and  snares  of  the  tempter  Go  rescue  the  thoughtless  and  wild: 
Be  earning  your  stars  of  rejoic  -  ing  While  earth-life  is  passing  a  -  way  ; 


 0- 


0.  .0.      ^.  •  ^ 


O  ijrother,  awake  from  your  dreaming,  Do  something  for  Jesus  to  -  day. 
For  this  is  the  grandest  of  missions, —  Lost  souls  for  the  Master  to  win. 
Go  win  from  pale  lips  a  'God  bless  you,'  Go  brighten  the  life  of  a  child. 
Win  some  one  to  meet  you  in  glo  -  ry, —  Do  something  for  Jesus  to  -  day. 


N  N  ^  ^  ^     ^  ^ 

•7— t-r  w-m  P  P— •  •  0~,—0  »  «  -1  
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Copjri<ht.  1888.  by  ITm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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CHORUS, 
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Do  something,       do  something.    Do  something  for  Jesns  to  -  day  ; 

Do  something,  do  something, 


1  # — # — #  1  # — » 


^1 


-f— r- 


-y — ^ 


■it 


:!!=3t=i!: 


# — # — c- 


O  brother,  the  moments  are  passing,  Do  something  for  Jesus  to  -  day. 

-#--•-  -0-    m  A  ^ 
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W.  L.  K. 


W.  Lewis  KanbI 
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-  (Come  to    Calv'ry's  n 
'  i  Look  and  live  with( 

lount  to  -  day, 
mt    de  -  lay. 

Je  -  sus  will  meet  you  1 
Je  -  sus  will  meet  you  1 
1         N.  N 

^-^^'^ 

here;  \ 
there.  / 

r  r  ^  - 

i  ^          h-  r 

1  3 — ^  ,  ,  1 

L,  ,  ^  1 

 ^  W 

L  J. 

CHOBUS. 

4- 


Come  to  J esus.  Don't  stay  away, my  friend ;  Come  to  Jesus,  Dont  stay  away. 


11 


■t— t- 
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2  Eest  beneath  the  hallowed  cross, 

Jesus  will  meet  you  there  ; 
Saving  mercy  gained  for  loss, 
Jesus  will  meet  you  there. 

3  Come  and  join  his  faithfal  band, 

Jesus  will  meet  you  there ; 
Take  his  mighty,  helping  hand, 
Jesus  will  meet  you  there. 


At  the  blessed  mercy  seat, 

Jesus  will  meet  you  there ; 
Come  with  this  assurance  sweet, 

Jesus  will  meet  you  there. 
You'll  find  rest  in  heaven  at  last, 

Jesus  will  meet  you  there ; 
And  be  happy  with  the  blest, 

Jesus  will  meet  you  there. 


Copyright,  1888,  by  Jno.  R.  Swinet. 
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L.  B.  Shook.    By  per. 


Latta  C.  Lord. 


1  N- 
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1.  Is  thy  trembling  heart  a-  wea  -  ry?  Are  thy  footsteps  almost  gone? 

2.  Is  thy  spir  -  it  sad  with-  in  thee?  Raise  thy  heart  in  earnest  prayer ; 

3.  Has  thy  spir  -  it  grown  a-  wea  -  ry  ?  Do  not  fal  -  ter  in   the  strife ; 


-ft 


V  «— #  *  i)' 


-tr  ts^ 


Does  life  seem  a  bur-  den  drear  -  y  Courage,  brother,  struggle  on  ! 
Trust  a  Father's  lov  -  ing  kindness,  Trust  a  Father's  tender  care; 
God  has  work  for  thee,  my  brother.    As  thou  tread'st  the  path  of  life ; 

-      -    '     -  ,_,_N_4_-U-r- 

— [-r—^-bi  lb — r. — r 
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Bear  it  patient  -  ly  and  brave-  ly,  Do  not  stop  to  weep  or  sigh ; 
Call  up -on  him  in  thy  sor  -  row.  He  will  hear  thy  falt'ring  cry  ; 
Darkness  may   obscure  thy  path-  way,  Clouds  may  gather  in   the  sky, 

''T^ji  — #-  -  — »-r  #- -  — 0 — 0  0 —  0  #-  -— #— r#-  -  — # — # — 0—r-<5>  r 
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Aft  -  er  night  the  morning  dawneth.  Light  will  greet  thee  by  and  by. 

Tho'  thou  seest  no  sign  of  dawning.  Light  will  greet  thee  by  and  by. 

Storms  may  rage,  but  do  not  fal  -  ter,  Light  will  greet  thee  by  and  by. 
^      ^  ^' 


-0-  0 


CHORUS. 


i  I 

^  ^  _j  
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■  ^^  ^ 


By  and  by  .  .  .  the  morning  dawneth,  By  and  by,  .  .  .  yes,  by  and  by  ; 

By  and  by  the  morning  dawns,  By  and  by,  yes,  by  and  by; 

.0  •   , — ■—^^0  — *  -   1 — 0-0-0-0- 
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Tho'  thou  seest  no  signs  of  dawning,  Light  will  greet  thee  by  and  by. 

Tho'  thou  seest  no  signs  of  dawning,  Light  will  greet  thee  by  and  by, yes,by  and  by. 


i-l^^pzi  ^_^.x::^q^p: 


Arthur  W.  French. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


J. 


1.  Out    to  sea  'midst  stormy  gales,  When  the  gospel's  good  ship  sails, 

2.  There  are  wrecks  on  ev  -  'ry  side,  Cries  for  help    a-  cross  the  tide, 

3.  That  the  wreck'd  ones  all  may  hear.  Knowing  sure- ly  help    is  near, 

-o—^ci  -1= — -t:-^t-  — 


Let  each  warning  sig  -  nal  light    Up     a  -  loft    be  burn-  ing  bright. 
So    that  ev  -  'ry  one  may  see,     Let  the  lights  shine  full  and  free. 
Out     at,  sea,     a  -  long  the  strand,  Trumpet  still   this  one  command. 


CHORUS. 


Flash  the  toplights  far    and  wide!  Tempest-tossed  up  -  on    the  tide 


i 


1^  S 
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Some  poor  sin  -  ner  they  may  save,    As  they  j^leam  a-  cross  the  wave. 


^Tom"  Always  Welcome,"  by  per. "^1  W         1/        '  U  U 
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mmt  fom  nou  Qof 


F.  G.  Burroughs. 


Adam  Geibei.. 


1.  What  will  you  do  with  the  King  called  Je  -  sus?  Ma-  ny  are  waiting  to 

2.  What  will  you  do  for  the  Kiug  called  Je  -  sus,  He  who  for  you  left  his 

3.  What  will  you  do  with  the  King  called  Je  -  sus, — Who  will  submit  to  his 


-g: -i- 

hear  you  say, — Some  have  despised  him,  reject-  ing  his  mercy,  What  will  you 
throne  a  -  hove,  Here  'mid  the  low-  ]y  and  sin-  ful  to  la-  bor.  Dai  -  ly  un- 
gentle sway?  Where  are  the  hearts  ready  now  to  enthrone  him?  Who  will  his 


11 


1r— r 


do  with  your  King  to-day?  What  can  you  witness  concerning  his  goodness, 
folding  his  Fatner's  love.  Look  on  the  fields  white  already  to  harvest, 
kind  commands    o-  bey?Comewithyourointmentsmostcostlyandprecious, 


Who  died  to  save  you  from  sin's  bitter  thrall?  Who  will  declare  him  the 
Who  now  is  willing  to  toil  with  the  few?  What  will  you  do  for  the 
Pour  out  your  gifts  at  the  dear  Saviour's  feet;    Een  -  der  to  him  all  your 


-#-•—#- 


1=F 


5^ 


■* — 


fair  -  est    of  thousands?  Who  now  will  crown  him  the  Lord  of  all? 

dear   Saviour,  Je  -  sus?     Lo,    he     is  wait-  ing,  he  calls  for  you! 

loy  -  al    de-vo  -  tion;  Seek   to     ex  -  alt  him  by  prais- es  meet. 

Jt  ^  r-5  ^  .  »- 
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CHORUS.  Voices  in  unison.  ^ 


What  willyon  do  with  theKing  called  Jesus?  What, oh,  what  will  you  do  with  Jesus? 


M  Voices  in  parts,    v    v    I     N    N  ^      !  I 

-3  1  — R -A  I-V— r-H  ^ — N--^  j^-Kri  '  r-r- 

 1  1—^  ^.  1-^  1  ,_L^  ^  L_ 


He  waits  to  bless  all  who  humbly  confess  Faith  in  his  blood  and  righteousness. 


 ^ — 5^- 


■V — &-! — 
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J.  M.  H.  "  For  thou  shalt  be  his  witness  unto  all  men." — Acts  xxii :  15.    J.  M.  Hunt 

:l2z:^:TziI~^^_^L-z=^^ 


1st. 


-8-: 
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^  j  One  more  witness  for  Christ  to-night,  Holding  his  banner  un  -  furled; 
'(One  more  soldier  arrayed  to  fight,  Batt'liug  a    -    --    --    --  - 


-it- *- 


V — y—/ — ^- 


CHORUS. 


;        I  — 

gainst  the  world.     Bless     -     ed  Redeem    -    er,       Bless     -     ed  Re- 
Blessed  Redeemer,  by  thee  we  will  stand.  Marching,  if  onward  shall 

-#-*  -0-  -0-  -0-  -0-    -0-  ■0- 


deem  -    er,      Bless    -    ed  Redeem  -  er,  We' 11  give  the  praise  to  thee. 

be  the  command,    Ever  unfurled  shall  thy  banner  be  ; 

t:f:  t:  ti  ti  fi 


-»  0  0  #- 


mi 


From  **  Gospel  Alarm,"  by  per, 

2  One  more  soul  is  redeemed  from  sin, 
Washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb; 

One  more  heart  that  was  tossed  within, 
Now  has  perpetual  calm. 


I  T\V  •  • 

3  Help  us,  Saviour,  the  vict'ry  gain, 

Under  thy  banner  of  love; 
Ever,  then,  shall  we  praise  thy  name, 
And  dwell  with  thee  above. 


106  Bumtfim  in  tt)t  Soul. 


E.  E.  Hewitt.  Jno.  R.  Swbnby. 
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1.  There's  sunshine  in  my  soul  to-day,  More  glo  -  ri-  ous  and  bright  Than 

2.  There's  mu-  sic    in  my  soul  to-day,    A    car  -  ol    to  my  King,  And 

3.  There's  springtime  in  my  soul  to-day.  For  when  the  Lord  is  near  The 

4.  There's  gladness  in  my  soul  to-day,  And  hope,  and  praise,  and  love,  For 


REFRAIN. 
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glows  in     an  -  y  earthly  sky,    For    Je  -  sus  is    my  light.  Oh,  there's 

Je  -  sus,  list  -  ening,  can  hear  The  songs  I  can- not  sing, 
dove  of  peace  sings  in  my  heart.  The  flowers  of  grace  ap  -  pear, 
blessings  which  he  gives  me  now,  For  joys  "laid  up"  a  -  bove. 


m 
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an  -   -    shine,  blessed  sun    -    shine.  When  the  j^aceful,happy  moments 

unshine  in  the  soul,  bless  -  ed  sunshine  in  the  soul, 
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When  Jesus  shows  his  smiling  face  There  is  sunshine  in  the  soul. 


roll; 


happy  moments  roll ; 


Oe|7iigbt,I887,  b;  Jtio.  K.  Sweney. 


F.  R.  Havbrgal. 


pi 


1.  Singing  for  Je 

2.  Singing  for  Je 

3.  Singing  for  Je 

4.  Singing  for  Je 


-0  0 — — 5 

sus,  our  Saviour  and 
sus,    and  try-  ing  to 


King,  Singing  for 

win  Man-y  to 

sus,    our  Life  and  our    Light ;     Singing  for 

sus,    our  Shepherd  and   Guide,  Singing  for 

_«  ^  #  ^-^^^^  #_»  
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Je-sus,  the  Lord  whom  we  love ;  All  ad  -  o  -  ra  -  tion  we  joyous  -  ly 
love  him,  and  join  in  the  song;  Calling  the  wea  -  ry  and  wandering 
him  as  we  press  to  the  mark ;  Singing  for  him  when  the  morning  is 
gladness    of  heart  that  he  gives ;  Singing  for    wonder  and  praise  that  he 


-w — ^- 


ft — )t- 
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J).  8. — Till  he  shall  call  us    to  brighter  em- 


REFRAIN. 


bring,  Longing  to  praise  as  we'll  praise  him  a  -  bove. 

in,  Rolling  the  chorus  of  gladness  a  -  long, 
bright,  Singing,  still  singing  for  him  in  the  dark, 
died.    Singing  for    blessing  and  joy  that  he  lives! 


-1^ 

Singing  for 


:r-r— td^ 
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ploy,    Singing  for    Je  -  sus  for  -  ev  -  er 


a  -  bove. 


D.S. 


Je  -  sus,  O  singing  for  joy !  Thus  will  we  praise  him  and  tell  out  his  love. 


 rt^l — 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Wm.  J.  KiKKPA'IRICK 
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1.  Who'll  en-  roll    his  name  in 

2.  Who  will  wield  the  sword  of 

3.  Who  are  on  the  side  of 
,  ^      -       -  - 


the  ar  -  my  of  the  King?  Who  will 
the  Spir-  it,  strong  and  true?  Who  will 
the  good,  the  true,  the  pure?  Who  will 


P-i-sq:  (e:^  _# — _ 


sign  a  life  -  en  -  list- 
join  the  roy  -  al  ar  - 
raise  the  might-  y  stand- 


ment,  and 
my,  and 
ard 


his 
the 

Who  will 


full 
Lead 
to 
,S 

t 


al 
er's 
the 


le  -  giance  bring? 
bid  -   ing  do? 
end      en  -  dure  ? 


For  the  eause  demands  ev 
Who  will  take  the  shield  of 
Who  will  march  or    halt,  as 


'ry  no  -  ble  gift  and  power ;  Who  will 
the  faith  that's  sure  to  win,   And  the 
s     the  trum-  pet-  call  shall  sound  ?  Who  will 

■t^=  yt—W^^V  V  r — 


fol  -  low  af  -  ter  Je  -  sus?  who'll  be 
''hel-  met  of  sal- va  -  tion,"  in  the 
bear    the  cross  for  Je  -  sus,   till  with 


 0—3—^~  ^  ^  ^— -t 


gin     this    ver  -    y  hour? 
war  -  fare  waged  with  sin? 
star  -  ry    light    he's  crowned  ? 


Mi 
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CHORUS. 
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Put  my  name  on  the  list  of  the  ar-  my  of  the  King,  To  fight  his  roy-  al 


GopTTight,  1891,  by  Wm.  J.  KiikpHrick. 
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bat-  ties,  and    his   glo  -  ry  sing;  And  when  the  sunset  bells  shall  their 
^  '  ^    ^     ^         •    0     0-0  fl'  0 
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fi  -  nal  vict'ry  ring,  I'll  have  a  joyful  welcome  in  the  palace  of  the  King. 


 Y-j  k^— I  hr-*-  


Mrs.  E.  Codner. 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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1.  Lord,  I  hear    of  showers  of  blessing,  Thou  art  scatt'ring  full  and  free — 

2.  Pass  toe  not,   O     gracious  Father !    Sin  -  ful  tho'    my  heart  may  be ; 

3.  Pass  me  not,   O     ten-  der  Saviour !   Let  me  live  and  cling   to  thee ; 


Showers,  the  thirst  -  y   land  re-  freshing  ;    Let  some  droppings  fall   on  me. — 

Thou  might'st  leave  me,  but  the   rath-  er      Let  thy  mer  -  cy   fall   on  me. — 

I     am     long  -  ing  for  thy    fa- vor ;  "Whilst  thou' rt  calling,  oh,  call  me. — 

^'  ^  "  f 
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 ^ 
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E  -  yen  me, 


Yes,  e  -  ven  me, 


4  Pass  me  not,  O  mighty  Spirit ! 

Thou  can'st  make  the  blind  to  see ; 
Witnesser  of  Jesus'  merit, 

Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me, — 
Even  me,  even  me,  etc. 


E  -  ven  me, 

yes,  e 


ven    me. — 


— ^- 
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5  Love  of  God,  so  pure  and  changeless ; 
BI(jod  of  Christ,  so  rich  and  free ; 
Grace  of  God,  so  strong  and  boundless, 
Magnify  them  all  m  me, — 
Even  me,  even  me,  etc. 
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Chas, 


H.  Gabrtbi.. 
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1.  There's  a  call  comesringing  o'er  the  restless  wave,"Send  the  light,  Send  the  light ! " 

2.  We  have  heard  the  Macedonian  call  to-day,"Send  the  light,  Send  the  light ! 

3.  Let  us  pray  that  grace  may  everywhere  abound,  Send  the  light,  Send  the  light ! 

4.  Let  us  not  grow  weary  in  tlie  work  of  love.  Send  the  light,  Send  the  light! 


mm 


-A  \  #-*-#-r-#  #  #  


There  are  souls  to  rescue,  there  are  souls  to  save.  Send  the  light !  Send  the  light ! 

And  a  golden  off 'ring  at  the  cross  we  lay.  Send  the  light !  Send  the  light ! 
And  a  Christ-like  spirit  everywhere  be  found,  Send  the  light !  Send  the  light! 
Let  us  gather  jewels  for  a  crown  above,  Send  the  light !  Send  the  light ! 

i       I       I  /TS 
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CHORUS.  The  first  eight  measures,  {or  Bass  Solo,)  may  he  omitted. 


— « — «  

We     will  spread 

"VVe  will  spread   the 

BASS  SOLO.        N  ^ 


-0r^—0 — — #- 

-0-  -0-'   -0-  -9- 


ing  light, 

light  With  a 


With  a  will   -    ing,       willing  heart  and  hand,  Giving  God  the 

will    -    -    ing  heart  and  hand,  ....    Giving    God  ....    the  glory 


glo  -  ry    ev  -  ermore.  We    will  fol  -  low,     fol  -  low  his  command. 

ev    -     er  -    more,  We  will  fol-  low       his  com  -  mand  


Copyright,  1890,  by  v^has.  H.  Oabnel.    Used  by  permission. 


Sbtntt   ti)t  atfiOt.— CONCLUDED. 


Ill 


Send  the    light,   the  bless- ed  gos 

Send  the    light!   and   let    its  ra 

it-'     •0-  -0- 


9^ 


pel 
diant 


light, 
beams 
-  ^p- 
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Let  it    shine  ....  from  shore  to  shore 

ev-  er    -    -  - 


Light  the  world  .  .  .  for 


1 


more,  

for-  ev-  ermore. 
0' 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Jno.  R.  Swenhy. 


1.  On  the  desert  mountain  straying,  Far,  far  from  home,  Heard  I  there  a  sweet  voice, 

2.  At  a  throne  of  mercy  kneeling,  Sad  and  oppressed,  Came  that  voice,  to  me  re- 

3.  Oft  I  heard  that  voice  repeating,  '*!  am  the  way.  Tarry  not,  the  hours  are 

4.  When  from  glory  unto  glory  My  flight  shall  be.  Still  I'll  sing  the  precious 


^—0 


-0  »- 
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CHORUS.  , 
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saying,  Why  wilt  thou  roam  ? 'T was  my  blessed  Lord  that  sought  me, Out  of 
vealing  Hope,  life,  and  rest, 
fleeting.  Come,  come  to-day." 
sto  -  ry,    Saviour,  of  thee. 


J— I- 


-0-^—0- 
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sin  to  grace  he  brought  me,Oh,  the  glad,  new  song  he  taught  me, — Praise,  praise  his 


Copyright,  ia91,  by  John  R.  Sweuey. 
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Mary  B.  R 


T.  C.  O'Kahk. 


1.  A     cry  comes  o-ver  the  deep, 

2.  Sweet  hope  went  out  with  the  day, 

3.  Quick!  point  tothesav  -  ing  Kock 


Wailing  of  dy  -  ing  souls,  'Tis 
Rudder  and  com- pass  lost ;  De- 
Looming  from  out  the  deep,  Whose 


(-7- 


ech-oed   In     ev  -  -  'ry  heart,  "Brothers  are  on     the  shoals!"  The 
spair  more  dark  than  the  night  Crownetli  the  tem  -  pest-  tossed ;  No 
"bea-  con  the   per  -    iled  souls      Ev  -  er  will  safe  -  ly    keep.  No 


breakers  are  dash  -  ing    high.  And  death  is  in    ev  -  'ry    wave,  And 
help  may  come  from  the  sea.      No     sue  -  cor  from  the    land,  Say. 
matter  how  fierce   the  storm, — How  madly  the  bil  - low   rolls.  The 


i 

1     1/  p 

^  1 

/    1/  y 

— 1 
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wild  -  ly  ring-  eth  the     cry,   "  We  per  -  ish  with  none  to  save." 
must    they  per -ish,  and    we     Reach  nev-er    to  them    a  hand? 
light  of  the  Guid  -  ing    Star     Will   bring    them  off    the  shoals. 


Ring  out  the  tide  of  song.of  song, While  prayer  its  burden  rolls. 


±ii:c: 
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That  he  who  rules  the  storm, 


Will  bring  them  off  the  shoals. 


Steji  ©ttt  on  tl^e  J^tromf^e. 


Maggie  Potter.   Arr.  by  E.  F.  M, 


E.  F.  MiuBR. 


1.  O    mourner  in    Zi  -  on,  how  blessed  art  thou,    For  Je  -  sus  is 

2.  O     ye  that  are  hun- gry  and   thirsty,  re- joice!   For  ye    shall  be 

3.  Who  sighs  for  a  herrt  from  in  -  i  -  qui-  ty   free?     O  poor,  troubled 

4.  Step  out  on  the  promise,  and  Christ  you  shall  win,  "The  blood  of  his 


■wait-  ing  to  com  -  fort  thee  now,  Fear  not  to  re  -  ly  on  the 
filled ;  do  you  hear  that  sweet  voice  In  -  vit  -  ing  you  now  to  the 
soul!  there's  a  promise  for  thee,  There's  rest,  weary  one,  in  the 
Son  cleansetn   us  from  all     sin,"     It  cleanseth  me  now,  hal  -  le- 


-ap  S  ^ 

r-^  H 

m 

4:^  -r  ^ 
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word    of  thy  God ;  Step  out  on  the  promise, — get  under  the  b'ood. 

ban-  quet  of  God?  Step  out  on  the  promise, — get  under  the  blood, 

bos  -  ora  of  God ;  Step  out  on  the  promise, — get  nnder  the  blood, 

lu  -  jah  to  God!     I    rest  on  his  promise, — I'm  under  the  blood. 

I — &=H=p — ^          I  b  ,'  i 

Unfading  Treasures-H.  rn™  xt*  buout  et  victorj,"  by  per. 
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Tracy  Clinton. 

Is 


T.  C.  O'Kanb. 


1.  Striving  to  do    my  Master's  will,  All  of  my  dai  -  ly  tasks  fulfill, 

2.  Heavy  the  cross-  es    I  must  bear,  Ma-  ny  the  hours  of  bus-  y  care, — 

3.  Lifting  his  roy  -  al  standard  high.  Looking  to  crowns  beyond  the  sky, 

4.  Swiftly  the  moments  glide  a-  long,  Fillingmy  heart,  and  hand,  and  tongue; 


1       r  V  * 


I 

Cheerful  -  ly    in    his   ser-  vice  still,  Would  I  ray  journey  pur  -  sue. 

Je-sus  has  promised  all  to  share.  While  I  my  journey  pur  -  sue. 
Knowing  I'll  triumph  by  and  by.  Glad  I  my  journey  pur  -  sue. 
Yet  with  the  cheer  of  prayer  and  song,  ^Do    I  my  journey  pur  -  sue. 


A 


-9  #  
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CHORUS. 
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P    P  ■ 


Toil  -  ing  for  Je  -  sus  wherev     -     er    I  may,  .  .     Gath  -  'ring  the 

Toil  -  ing,  toil  -  ing,  toiling  for  Jesus  wherever  I  may,  Gath'ring, 


^     ^  ! — y  J  [p^^-t^-b^-i  —  L 


3 


-N-H- 


har  -  vest  in  field  .  .    or  highway,  .  .       Liv  -  ing  for  Je  -  sus  in 

gath'ring,        gath'ring  the  harvest  in  field  or  highway,  Liv  -  ing,  liv  -  ing. 

-0-0-0-0 — 0 — 0-   -  -  - 
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I  fc^- 
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all  .  .  .  that  I    do,  .  .  .  Thus  would  I  ev- er  my  journey  pur- sue. 

living  for  J  e- sus  in  all  that  I  do. 


Copjiigbt,  1886,  bj  X.  U.  O'Kane. 
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Harriet  B.  McKeevhr. 

Becitante.  ^  ^  jn  f> 
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J  NO.  R.  SWEKKY. 
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1.  In     a  world  so  full  of  weeping,  While  the  years  are  rolling  on,  Christian 

2.  There's  no  time  to  waste  in  sighing.  While  the  years  are  roHii.g  on  ;  Time  is 

3.  Let  us  strengthen  one  anoth  -  er,  While  the  years  are  rolling  on  ;  Seek  to 

4.  Friends  we  love  are  quickly  flying,  While  the  years  are  rolling  on ;  No  more 


:t=:=l=F 
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[pursue, 

souls  the  watch  are  keeping.  While  the  years  are  rolling  on.  While  our  journey  we 
flying,  souls  are  dying.  While  the  years  are  rolling  on,  Loving  words  a  soul  may  win, 
raise  a  fallen  brother,  While  the  years  are  rolling  on.  This  is  work  for  ev'ry  hand 
parting,  no  more  dying.  While  the  years  are  rolling  on.  In  the  world  beyond  the  tomb 

«  '  '  • 
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y   y   y  \it 
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With  the  haven  still  in  view, There  is  work  for  us  to  do,While  the  years  are  rolling  on- 
From  the  wretched  paths  of  sin  ;  We  may  bring  the  wand'rers  in, While  the  years, etc- 
Till, Throughout  creation's  land, Armies  for  the  Lord  shall  stand,  While  the  years, etc- 
Sorrow  never  more  can  come.  When  we  meet  in  that  blest  home,  While  the  years,etC' 


I 


•» — »- 
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CHORUS. 


Are 


roll  -  ing  on,  are  rolling  on.  Are 


5!  ^   S  I 


roll-  ing  on,  are  rolling  on, 


i 


I     .0.       w  '     m        m  *     -  w        '         -  •  m 

,    the  joy  that  we  may  scatter,  While  the  years  are    rolling  on. 


y  y  J 

Ooj^ligbt,  1876,  by  Jno.  B  Bmnaj^ 
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Amelia  M.  Starkweather. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  He  that  dwell  -  eth  in  the  presence    Of  the  Hi <j;h est  shall  a  -  bide 

2.  When  the  clouds    of  sorrow  gath-  er,  And  the  billows  o'er  me  roll, 

3.  I  will  plead    the  precious  promise    Of  his  ten-  der,  lov-  ing  care, 

4.  And  the  an  -  gry  waves  shall  slumber  At  the  bidding  of  his  will; 


-0-0-0 


a^s=.-z:jrjzjr: 


Where  no  trou 
Safe  within  .  . 
For  the  des 
He  will  calm  . 


r— - 

ble  ev-  er  com-  eth,  Where  no  e  -  vil  can  be  -  tide, 
his  blest  pavil  -  ion    He  will  hide  my  wea- ry  soul, 
titute  and  need-  y,  And  he  will    regard  my  prayer, 
the  raging  tumult  With  his  gen-  tie  "Peace, be  still." 

:g?      ■|>_->_[5-»_LiEi=zjr-:zE[:== : 


CHORUS. 
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Hide  me  in  the  se  -  cret  Of  thy  presence,  O  my  King, 

Hide  me  in  the  secret  O  my  King, 


0—0- 


'0-r0 
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Where  no  storms  ...  may  ever  gath  -  er,  In  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 

storms  may  ever  gather.where  no  storms  may  ever  gather, 
—»  ^,  0-0-0-0-0  -  0 — s — s-i  0—0—0—0—0 — 0-r9--^-^-^^^-r^— 


,if,  1886,  by  Jno.  R.  Sweney.^ 


^otsi  can  »  W^ttp  front  Stn^insf  ii7 

"The  redeemed  of  the  Lord  shall  return,  and  come  with  singing  unto  Zion ,  and  everlasting 
R.  L.  joy  shall  be  upon  their  head."~Ls.  li :   ii.      R^y^  r  Lowry.  By  per. 
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p     m     9.             m     "     ^    J4u:    p  ' 

1.  My  life  flows  on    in   endless  song;    Above  earth's  lamen  -  ta-  tion 

2.  What  tho'  my  joys  and  comforts  die?  The  Lord  my  Saviour  liv-  eth  ! 

3.  I  lift  my  eyes;  the  cloud  grov7S  thin,  I    see  the  blue    a  -  bove  it; 


I  catch  the  sv^eet,  tho'  far-  otf  hymn  That  hails  a  new^  ere  -  a  -  tion  ; 
What  tho'  the  darkness  gather  round  ?  Songs  in  the  night  he  giv  -  eth  : 
And  day  by  day  this  pathway  smooths,  Since  first  I  learned  to  love    it : 


Thro'  all  the  tu  -  mult  and  the  strife  I  hear  the  mu  -  sic  ringing ; 
No  storm  can  shake  my  inmost  calm,  While  to  that  ref  -  nge  clinging ; 
Thepeaceof  Christ  makes  fresh  my  heart,  A  fountain  ev  -  er  springing; 


1    ,^  1  ^ 
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It  finds  an  ech  -  o  in  my  soul — How  can  I  keep  from  singing  ? 
Since  Christ  is  Lord  of  heav'n  and  earth,  How  can  I  keep  from  singing  ? 
All  things  are  mine  since  I  am    his  — How  can    I    keep  from  singing? 
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Rev,  John  O.  Fosier. 


J  NO.  R.  SWENBV. 
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1.  In  -  to  the  fountain   of  cleansing  we  go,  Down  where  the  waters  of 

2.  Oh,  what  a  won-  der-  ful  pow-  er  is  there,  Sav-  ing  the  soul  from  its 

3.  Here,  by  this  Fount  of  Sal- va-tion  we  stay,    O  -  pen  for  sin  and  un- 

4.  Christ  has  revealed  his  deep  love  to  ray  soul,  Now  by  his  mer-its  my 


-ti. 


-I — J_»  M  m- 


fa 


pur  -  i  -  ty    flow.    Troubled    to-  day    is  that  Fountain  we  know, 
ut  -  ter  de  -  spair,  Wash-  ing  of   re  -  gen  -  er  -  a  -  tion  we  share, 
clean- ness  to  -  day,    Guilt  and  cor- rup- tion  are  ban- ished  a  -  way,-^ 
heart   is  made  whole,  Wide  are  the  waves  of  his  ful  -  ness  that  roll ; 


^  ^ — ^     'J     'J  — 


D.8.- 


-Come  where  the  waters    of  pur 
REFRAIN. 


-  ty  flow, 


Fine. 
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Wash-  ing  us 

Pur  -  i  -  ty. 

Pur  -  i  -  ty. 

Pur  -  i  -  ty, 


whit 
whit 
whit 
whit 


er  than  snow, 

er  than  snow! 

er  than  snow, 

er  than  snow. 


Whit 


er  than 


Whit  -  er   than  snow, 

U  h  h 


Wash  and  be 


whit 


er    than  snow. 


-a--- 


snow,    .  . 

whit  -    er  than 


Whit     -    -    -    -    er  than    snow,  .... 

Whit  -   er   than  snow,  whit  -   er   than  snow. 


Copyright,  13J1,  bf  Jno.  R.  Sireaey. 
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**God  forbid  that  I  should  glory,  save  in  the  cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ."— Gal.  vi  :  14. 
E.  R.  Latta.  J.  H.  Tenney.    By  per. 


place  a  -  bove  all 


1.  There's  a   place  a  -  bove  all    others,  Where  my  spir- it  loves  to  be; 

2.  On  the  cross  my    Saviour  suffered  That  he  might  a- tone  for  me; 

3.  When  my  heart  is     full    of  trouble,  Then  I    love,  on  bended  knee, 

4.  Blessed   Sa-  viour,  thou  wilt  hear  me,  When  I  make  my  earnest  plea, 

A  A 


-0  0  g  f—r\  i  j  0- 
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'Tis  with  -  in     the    sa-  cred  shadow  Of  the  cross 

And    I    love   the  bless- ed  shadow  Of  the  cross 

To  approach  him    in    the  shadow  Of  the  cross 

If     I  kneel  with  -  in    the  shadow  Of  the  cross 


 ^  1  —   V  w  m  r 


of 
of 
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Cal  -  va 
Cal  -  va 
Cal  -  va 
Cal  -  va 
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In  the  shadow  of  the  cross.  In  the  shadow  of  the  cross  ; 

of  the  cross,  of  the  cross; 

M.^^  /L^       _       _  ^  JL'JL^ 
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There  my  spit  -  it  loves  to     be,      In    the  shadow    of    the  cross. 


-0-^—0- 


Copyright,  1883,  by  J.  H.  Tenney. 
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"  We  which  have  believed  do  enter  into  rest. 
Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 


•Heb. 


D.  E.  DoRTCH.    By  per. 


— 1^-0 — 


1.  Oh,  my  heart  is  thrilled  with  wondrous  joy  to-day,  I  am  resting 

2.  At  the  fountain  opened  for  the  soul  unclean,    I  am  resting 

3.  All  my  doubts  are  vanished,  all  my  fears  are  gone,  I  am  resting 


in  the 
in  the 
in  the 
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Saviour's  love;  Christ,  the  Lord. has  taken  all  my  sins  a  -  way,  I 
Saviour's  love;  Trusting  in  his  grace  I  ventured  free  -  ly  in,  I 
Saviour's  love;  When  I   trusted   Je-  sus,  lo,  the  work  was  done,  I 


am 
am 
am 
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REFRAIN. 


resting"  in  the  Saviour's  love. 

A     ^  ^ 


am  resting,  sweet 

am  resting,    resting,  sweetly  resting. 


ly  resting,  I  am 


^  ^  1  ^  !^  ^  > 


resting  in  the  Saviour's  love: 
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am  resting,  sweet  -  ly  resting. 

am   resting,    resting,  sweetly  resting, 
^  «  .     ^   ^    ^  ^  ^  /T\ 


am 
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_  4  O  the  peace  and  rapture!  O  the  wondrous 
esting  in  the  Saviours  love;  [bliss! 
never  known  so  pure  a  joy  as  this, 
resting  in  the  Saviour's  love. 


:;=i.-;--f=Z^ZI=?IzEfr:L-t^  I  have  n 
"ZJ***  I  am  T 

es 

 ^  € _g     0  Lg. r  am  resting  in  the  Saviour': 

1^* '^~dl~ll— ^TirririZ^     ^nfczipt  I  am  walking  with  him  in  the 
^    f    r,    \j   !  I  am  resting  in  the  Saviour'i 


5  So  I  live  rejoicing  in  his  love  each  day, 
r  am  restinj;  in  the  Saviour's  love; 

e  narrow  way, 
s  love. 
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Mary  B,  Colby. 


Go 
Go 
Go 
Go 


tell  the  sto  -  ry 
tell  the  sto  -  ry 
tell  the  sto  -  ry 
tell  the  sto  -  ry 

 ^ 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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Je 
Je 
Je 
Jo 


sus 
sus 
sus 
sus 
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To  some  poor  sin-  sick  soul; 
To  strangers  you  may  meet, 
To  those  who  have  not  heard, 
To  peo  -  pie  great  and  small, 

I 

— r^- — ^-5  *  s— r^--- 


Cho. — Go  tell  the  sto  -  ry    of  Je  -  sus    To  some  poor,  sin  -  sick  soul ; 


11  Mne. 

Think  of      the  time  you  heard      it,  And  how    it  made  you  whole; 
And  dwell    up  -  on     his    mer  -  cy     In    ac  -  cents  rich  and  sweet; 
And  make    it  sound  as    love  -   ly    As- the  song  of  some  sweet  bird; 
Re  -  mem  -  her    he,    the    Sa  -  viour.  Gave  up    his  life  for   all ; 

P^^—  T-#-T  ^  !  ^  #  r-* — *  • — ¥~r<^---r 
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Think  of      the  time  you  heard      it,  And  how    it  made  you  whole. 


--.  J  J  U-r-J  r 
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It  drove     a -way   the    dark  -  ness    Of  night,  wherein    you  lay; 

It  may     be  they'll  for  -  get     you,   In    bus  -  y     toil  and  care ; 

Tell  with      a     glowing      rap  -  ture   His   ten  -  der  words  of  love; 

Tell  it     when  death's  cold  bil  -  lows   Are  un  -  derneath  your  feet. 


— 


B.C.  Chorus. 


It    brought  to  you  the  glo 
But  they'll  not  for-  get  the  Rto  ■ 
And     tell  them  of   the  beau 
'Twill     be    the  on  -  ly    sto  - 


ry  And  light  of  perfect  day. 
ry  You  whispered  in  their  ear. 
ty  Of  that  blest  home  a  -  bove. 
ry  Heard  in    the  golden  street. 


^    ^  ^ 


I 


'  Look  unto  me,  and  be  ye  saved," — Isa.  xlv.  za. 

4— 


R.  E.  HuD'^ON. 


3 


r 


1.  A  -  las !  and  did  my    Saviour  bleed,  And  did  my  Sovereign  die  ? 

2.  Was  it     for  crimes  that  I  have  done, He  groaned  upon  the  tree? 

3.  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  re  -  pay  The  debt  of  love   I  owe; 

t:  t:  t: 


 =  1  ^  1  ^ 

— -1  ^  1  

-7^ 

1 

-ih 

1 

Would  he     devote  that    sa  -  cred  head  For  such   a  worm  as  I? 
A  -  mazing   pit  -  y,   grace  unknown,  And  love  beyond  de-gree! 
Here,  Lord,    I  give  my  -  self     a-way, 'Tis    all  that  I    can  do! 


i 


1 


CHORUS. 


At  the  cross,  at    the  cross,  where  I   first  saw    the  light  and  the 


-0  m- 

-0  0- 


burden    of  my  heart  rolled  a  -  way,  It  was  there  by  feith 

4—    +-    -F-  ^       4-     ^      ^    ^  ,  p   m    m      m  J 


^^^^^^ 
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I   received   my  sight,  And  now     I    am   happy    all  the  day. 


by  B.  E.  I 


ji— r— T— P: 


Copyright.  1886 
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C.  Wesley. 


T  C.  O'Kane. 


1/ 


1.  For  -  ev  -  er  here  my  rest  shall  be,  Close  to    thy  bleeding  side  ; 

2.  My     dy-  ing  Saviour  and  my  God,  -  Fountain  for  guilt  and  sin, 

3.  Wash  me,  and  make  me  thus  thine  own  ;  Wash  me,  and  mine  thou  art ; 

4.  Th'a-  tonement  of   thy  blood  ap-  ply,  Till  faith  to  sight  improve ; 


 9  =  ^-  -r  ^---r 


This   all  my  hope  and  all  my  plea, — "For  me  the  Saviour  died.'* 
Sprink-le  me  ev  -  er  with  thy  blood.  And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 
Wash  me,  bat  not    my  feet    alone,    My  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 
Till  hope  in  full   fru  -  i  -  tion  die,  And  all     my  soul  be  love. 


— 


t==t: 
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CHORUS. 


•  J 


I  will  trust,    I  will  trust,   I  will  trust  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  : 

J  ^  N 


1 


--M 


I  will  trust,        I  will  trust, 

I  will  trust, 


I  will  trust  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 


BUGBEK. 


T.  C.  O'Kank. 


1.  Church  of  God,  whose  conq'ring  banners  Float    along  the  glorious  years, 

2.  In  your  costly  temples     praying,  "  Let  thy  kingdom  come,"  ye  pray, 

3.  Grace  and  glo-  ry  he  hath    sent  you.  Cast  your  lines  in  places  fair, 

4.  Shake  the  earth  and  rend  the    heaven,  Wake  thy  sleeping  children.  Lord, 


m 


-# — »- 


-n — r 
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gold  -  en,  Sowed  in  pov  -  er-  ty  and  tears : 
meaning,       If  with  these  ye  turn  a -way; 
bids  you,  O'er  his  green  earth  ev'rywhere; 
e  -    ven     Has  been  rendered  at  thy  word ; 


Gath'ring  harvest  rich  and 
Are  but  words  of    i  -  die 
Scatter    blessing  now  he 
Till  the  measure  full  and 


m 


1 — r 
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Onward  press,  the  cross  is  bending     Far  toward  the  morning  skies, 
Boundless  wealth  to  you    is  giv  -  en,  From  his  hand  who  owns  it  all. 
Till    the  millions  in    the  twilight      Of  the    far  -  off  Orient  land, 
Then  from  out  her  night  of  sorrow    Shall  the  earth  redeemed  arise,  ^ 


f  r 


15= 


I  J  ^ 

Speedy  dawn  of  light  portending  ; — Church  of  God,  awake. 
And    his  eye  beholds  in  heaven 

In    the  gracious  morning  splendor 
And  the  fair  millen-  nial  morrow 


a  -  rise ! 

What  ye     render  back  for  all. 

Of  the  gospel  light  shall  stand. 
Dawn  with  o  -  pal-  tint  -  ed  skies. 

M  .    m       -  .   -P-  #-  ^ 


■5!  ^ 


CHORUS. 


=1:: 


— «- 


Church  of  God,        awake !  arise !  Christ,  your  Head     and  Master,  cries, 

Church  of  God,        a    -    wake  !  arise  !       Christ,  your  Head      and        Master,  cries. 


■» — » — »- 
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By  permiasion. 
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©fiurct)  of  QSoU^  au)afee»— CONCLUDED. 

 J..^H— H^^^-Ar--,  \— ^^  —-2  H-r-J  r- 


-  f 

Send  the  gos   -   peFs  joyful  sound      Unto  earth' te  remot-  est  bound. 

Oh,    send  the  gos    -    pel's  joy-  ful  sound 


r-r-t 


^  

■w—w- 


is 


Fred.  Woodrow. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


1.  Use    me,  O    my  gracious  Sa-  viour,  Use  me,  Lord,  as  pleaseth  thee  ; 

2.  Be       it  noon  or     be    it     midnight,  Wea- ry  watch  or  blaze  of  day, 

3.  Pride    of  will  and  lust  of    sta  -  tion,  Lord,  I  would  from  all  be  free, 


jS2. 


Nothing  done  for  thee  so  low  -  ly    But     is  great  enough  for  me. 
Shouting  with  the  hap  -  py  reap  -  ers.  Toil  -  ing  in  the  hidden  way. 
And  the  on  -  ly  hou  -  or  seek  -  ing,  Lord,  to    be  of  use  to  thee. 


0 

# — 1 

- 

^  ^  

-J  'yi  \^  U—l^— 

CHORUS. 




Use  me, 

Use  me,  O  my  Saviour, 


<5>- 


Use 

Use  me. 


me.        Use    me  as  it  pleaseth  thee 

O    my  Sa  -  viour, 


t=t: 


» — 0  0 — 0- 


\J  \J 


Use  me, 

Use  me,  '  my  Saviour, 
— f— #- 


Use 

Use  me. 


rne,       Use  me  as  it  pleaseth  thee. 

O  my  Saviour, 


1 


Copyrisbt,  1891,  b7  John  J.  Hood. 
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E.  T.  O'Kanb. 
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1.  Thers  is  peace  in  my  heart,  for  my  Lord  dwelleth  there,  And  he  feels  ev'ry 

2.  There  is  peace  in  my  heart  tho'  my  vision  grows  dim.  And  I  grope  'midst  the 

3.  There  is  peace  in  my  heart  and  no  shadow  of  fear,  Tho'  the  swelling  of 


jl 


11^  !, 


sorrow,and  knows  ev'ry  care,  And  he  scatters  my  pathway  with  blessings  most  rare ; 
shadows,  yet  will  I  wsee  him,  And  the  beautiful  gates  of  that  home  without  sin, — 
Jordan  is  echoing  near ;  For  the  Lord  who  has  conquered  is  conqueror  here ; 

^  .0.  ^_  .f. 


 »-^^f-^-;— t — ^-t^-^* — 


\  ■ 
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^      REFRAIN.  ^ 
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There  is  peace  in  my  heart,  for  my  Lord  dwelleth  there.  There  is  peace  in  my 
There  is  peace  in  my  heart,  for  my  Lord  dwells  within. 
There  is  peace  in  my  heart,  for  my  Lord  dwelleth  there. 


— ^- 


heart,      restful  peace.  There  is  peace  in  my  heart,  for  my  Lord  dwelleth  there. 

There  is  1^ 


 f- 


t=t: 
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Priscilla  J.  Owens.  Wm.  J,  Kirkpatrick. 


0  s 

 ^  f!^- 

1            .!>  ^ 
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1.     We  have 

heard  a    joy  -  ful  s 

-i  i  ^ 

— ^ 

ound,    Je  -  sus  s 

Lgj, —  m~- 
aves,     Je  -  sus  s 

aves; 

2.  Waft  it    on      the  roll  -  ing  tide,      Je  -  sus  saves,     Je  -  sus  saves ; 

3.  Sing  a  -  hove    the  bat  -  tie's  strife,    Je  -  sus  saves,     Je  -  sus  saves ; 

4.  Give  the  winds  a  might  -  y  voice,     Je  -  sus  saves,     Je  -  sus  saves ; 


Spread  the  glad  -  ness  all      a-  round,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves 

Tell    to    sin  -  ners,  far  and  wide,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves 

By    his  death    and  end  -  less  life,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves 

Let   the    na  -  tions  now    re-joice,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves 


Bear  the  news    to  ev'  -  ry  land,  Climb  the  steeps  and  cross  the  waves. 
Sing,  ye    is  -  lands  of    the  sea,       E  -  cho  back,    ye    o  -  cean  caves, 
Sing    it   soft  -  ly  thro'  the  gloom,  When  the  heart    for  mer  -  cy  craves, 
Shout  sal  -  va  -  tion  full  and  free.    High-  est  hills   and  deepest  caves, 


Onward,  'tis    our  Lord's  command,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves. 

Earth  shall  keep  her  ju  -  hi  -  lee,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves. 

Sing  in    tri  -  umph  o'er  the  tomb,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves. 

This  our  song    of  vie  -  to  -  ry,  Je  -  sus  saves,  Je  -  sus  saves. 


Mf 

^  — ^— 
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t.  E.  He^vitt.  Wm.  J.  Ktrepatrick. 


1 — ■  '  s — ' 

S-^S-S 

I  have  sowu  the  seed."  the  sow-  er  said. In  the  ear  -  ly  morning  honrs; 
"I  have  sown  the  seed."  the  teacher  sighed.  '"E'en  the  precious  word  of  God, 
"I  have  sown  the  seed:  "and  the  mother's  tears  Like  the  heavy  raindrops  fell; 
•'Let  us  sow  in  hope,"  we  all  may  say.  As  we  gath-  er  strength  a-  new  : 


^ — # — ^ — # — 
<? — 0 — ^ — # — 
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✓  ✓ 

 V  V 

✓  V 

 V— V 

 0—^  

When  the  sun  sank  low  in  the  blushing  west.  And  the  dew  jfell  on  the  flowers. 
And  my  heart  rejoiced  in  the  blessed  work.  As  I  cast  the  trnth  a  -  broad; 
'"It  was  la  -  bor  sweet  to     train  my  child  In  the  faith  I  love  so  well: 
"For  we  know  our  GxkI  will  keep  his  word.  That  his  promi  -  ses  are  true. 

 # — ^ —  # — 9~r^  * — <? — #  x  <?  *  -o- 
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Many  anxious  days  I  have  toiled  and  watched  For  the  springing  of  the  grain. 
Still  i  watch  and  wait  with  patient  prayer.  But  no  fruitage  can  I  see: 
But  my  heart  grows  faint  with  hope  deferred  For  my  heedless,  wayward  boy: 

We'll  forget  the  wea  -  ry    hours  of  toil  When  the  ripened  .sheaves  we  see; 


-0 — 


Jt  


mm 


But  the  passing  months  lengthen  into  years:  Shall  my  sowing  be  in  vain  ?^ 
Shall  his  word  return  un  -  to  him  void*^  Will  no  harvest  come  to  me?" 
Will  the  golden  har  -  vest  nev- er  come.  And  the  reaping  time  of  joy?" 

When  we  raise  the  shout  of  harvest  home  In  the  glad  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty." 


^      F  REFRAIN.  P> 


aim  cxxvi 
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He      that  go-  eth  forth  and  weep-  eth.   Bearing  precious  seed 


^hall 
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doubtless  come  a  -  gain  with  re  -  joic  -  ing,    bring  -  ing  his  sheaves. 
^    ^    ^    41L   ^ 
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SftXi  upon  ttje  jFtnei^t  of  tfte  ®2?0eat 


F.  A.  G. 


Ps.  Ixxxi :  16. 


F.  A.  Graves. 


5— 


1.  Hun-  gry,  Lord,  for  thy  word  of  truth.  Sitting  at  my  Saviour's  feet; 

2.  Work  for  the  Mas- ter       I   will  do,  Trusting  in  his  strength  so  great; 

3.  Then  to  the  har  -  vest     let  us    go,    Bugles  sounding  no  retreat; 
—  —  ^e. 

-#  <?  iH  1  1  1-  i.  a — 


Ris  -  ing,  gleaning,  just  like  Ruth,  Feed  me  on  the  finest  of  the  wheat. 
Liv  -  ing     in  bis  pastures  new,   Feed  me  on  the  finest  of  the  wheat. 
Workers  for  Je-  sus,  he  wants  you    Fed  up-  on  the  finest  of  the  wheat. 


n. 


CHORUS.  js^ 


1 — r 
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Bread  of    life     it    is    now    to      me,     Hon  -  ey,  milk  and  meat; 

^  '  ^  ti  ^ 

— •  
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In  thy  love  I  will  ev  -  er   be     Fed  upon  the  finest  of  the  wheat. 

■ft  ^  ^  t:  4t-  ^    \    _    ^    ^  4t 
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Copyiight,  1892,  by  John  J.  Hood. 
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Clara  Tearb.  Psalm  xxxvi.  8.  R.  E,  Hudson.   By  per. 

1.  All  my  life  long     I  had  pant-  ed  For  a  draught  from  some  cool  spring, 

2.  Feeding  on    the  husks  a- round  me,  Till  my  strength  was  almost  gone, 

3.  Poor  I  was,  and  sought  for  rich  -  es,  Something  that  would  satis  -  fy, 

4.  Well  of  wa  -  ter     ev  -  er  springing,  Bread  of  life    so    rich  and  free, 


f-« — ■» — ^ — ^— 
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That  I  hoped  would  quench  the  hurning  Of  the  thirst  I   felt  with  -  in. 
Longed  my  soul  for  something  bet-  ter,    On  -  ly  still    to    hunger  on. 
But  the  dust    I  gathered  round  me   On  -  ly  mocked  my  soul's  sad  cry. 
Untold  wealth  that  nev- er  fail-eth,  My  Kedeem  -  er    is   to  me. 
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found  it — What  my 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


±3. 


1.  Over  the  riv-  er  they  call    me,    Friends  that  are  dear  to  my  heart; 

2.  Over  the  riv-  er  they  call    me.    Hark,  'tis  their  voices  I  hear, 

3.  Over  the  riv- er,  how  love  -  ly,    There  is  no   sorrow  nor  night; 

4.  Over  the  riv-  er  they  call    me,  Watching  with  glad,  beaming  eyes; 


1 


Soon  shall  I  meet  them  in  glo  -  ry.       Never,  no  nev-  er  to  part. 

Borne  on  the  wings  of  the  twi-  light.  Murmuring  soft-  ly  and  clear. 

There  they  are  walking  with  Je-  sus.  Clothed  in  his  garment  of  light. 

O  -  ver  the  riv  -  er  I'm  com  -  ing,      Joyful  my  spir-  it  re  -  plies. 


7-tF-?- 
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I 


CHORUS. 


O  -  ver  the  riv  -  er    to     E  -  den,  Home  to  their  dwelling  so  fair; 


-^-^-1  


An-  gels  will  car  -  ry  me  safe  -  ly. 


.  ITS 


Je-  sus  "Will  welcome  me  there. 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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mt'U  mttt  msain. 


From 
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Songs  of  Worship,"  by  permission. 

 ^  ^— -J^- 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


7-2 


1.  "We'll  meet  again" — how  sweet  the  word!  How  soothing  is  its 

2.  "We'll  meet  again,    the  true  heart  speaks,When  dearest  ones  de 

3.  "We'll  meet  again" — then  we'll  not  weep,  Whatev  -  er  may  di  • 

4.  In  heaven's  serene  and  endless  rest.    Secure  from  care  and 


^1 


I 

sound! 
part; 
vide ; 
pain: 


i 


Like  strains  of  far  -  off  mu-  sic  heard      On  some  enchant-  ed  ground. 

And    in    the  pleasing  prospect  seeks  Balm  for  the  bleeding  heart. 

Nor  time,  nor  death  can  always    keep  The  loved  ones  from  our  side. 

There,  in  the  mansions  of   the  blest,  We'll  sure  -  ly  meet  a  -  gain. 


shore,"       We'll  meet  a  -  gain.         Yes,  meet  to  part  no  more. 

We'll  meet,  we'll  meet  a-  gain. 


,  # — e  
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Rev.  Elisha.  A.  Hoffman. 

Unison.* 


Ika  Orvvig  Hoffman.    By  per. 
l\2d. 


-J  f    We  journey  to  the  home  above,  Never  to  say  farewell, 
"  \    To  yon  fair  pala-  ces  of  love,  

2  j  We'llmeetoursaintedparentsthere,Nevertosayfarewell, 
■  \  Andheav'n  with  sisters,brothersshare,  . 


Harmony. 


Never  to  saj''  fare- 
Never  to  say  fare- 


well;  Withiiithatglorioussumraerland  Themanyjewel'dmansionsstand,  And 
well;  Upon  the  plains  of  perfect  light,  Upon  the  pavementsgolden  bright.  We'll 


Harmony. 


CHORUS. 


therewe'U  meet,atGod'srighthand,  Never  tosay  farewell.  Never  to  say  farewell, 
walk  with  them,  enrobedi  n  white,Never  tosay  farewell. 

^2.     ^  ^  ^ 
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Never  to  say  farewell,  0,weshallmeetatGod'srighthand,Never  tosay  farewell. 


t: 


^  ^ 


Copyright,  1891,  by  the  Hoffman  Music  Co. 

3  We'll  meet  beyond  life's  swelling  flood. 

Never  to  say  farewell. 
Redeemed  and  washed  in  Jesus'  blood. 

Never  to  say  farewell ; 
Earth's  long,  long  night  will  pass  away, 
Dissolving  into  heavenly  day, 
And  we  shall  with  our  loved  ones  stay, 

Never  to  say  farewell. 

*Very  effective  if  unison 


4  Oh,  what  a  blessed  hope  is  this, 

Never  to  say  farewell! 
What  pure  and  perfect  happiness, 

Never  to  say  farewell ! 
Delivered  from  all  sin  and  pain, 
To  reach  yon  fair,  celestial  plain, 
And  meet  the  loved  and  lost  again, 
Never  to  say  farewell, 

parts  are  sung  as  a  solo. 
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J.  M.  B. 

With  spirit. 

Mb 


J.  M.  Baldwin. 


J — i-i-i- 


1.  The  Shepherd  Jesus  is  read  -  j  now  The  wand'ring  sh  ep  to  save; 

2.  The  Shepherd  Jesus  is  call-  ing  now,  He's  called  you*  oft  be  -  fore 

3.  This  Shepherd  gave  for  the  sheep  his  life — He  bled  and  died  for  you ; 

4.  And  as  you  enter  this  Shepherd's  fold  Your  sins  will  be  for-  given; 


rf- 


-  '  I  I 
-g — i=£ 


±1 


1 


He  calls  the  wand'rer  from  plain  and  mountain,  And  from  the  brink  of  the  grave. 
To    en  -  ter  into  bis  fold  and  pasture — Lo!  he  himself  is  the  door. 
Will  you  reject  now  his  love  and  mercy,  Your  Friend  most  loving  and  true. 
He'll  find  your  heart  with  his  joy  o'erflowing,  And  lead  you  safely  to  heaven. 


I      I  I 


I  H 


CHORUS. 

r-^  i 


The  fold  is  now  open,  the  Shepherd  is  calling,"  Poor,  wandering  sinner,  come  in 


J 

-t 

1 


0-- 


Thefoldisnow  open,  the  Shepherdis  calling,  "Poor,  wandering  sinner,  come  in." 


EES 


—»—0—0—0- 


Copyright,  18aO,  by  T.  C.  O'Kaoe. 


E.  E.  Hbwitt. 


135 


Adam  Geibel. 


1.  Do  you  hear  that  gentle   whisper  ?  Sweeter    accents   cannot    be ; 

2.  Wait  not  till     the  evening  shadows  Close    around  your  dark'ning  way, 

3.  Come,and  bring  your  fresh  affections,  Youth's  bright  flowers  of  joy  and  love, 

4.  Leave  these  shallow  streams  untasted,  Nev  -  er  can  they  sat  -  is  -  fy, 


-h  ^- 


-«-T- 


'Tis  the  Saviour's  in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion, 
Come,  while  morning  dew-drops  sparkle, 
Come,  to  find     e  -  ternal  treasures, 
Come,  to  drink  of    living   wa  -  ters, 


"  Come,  my  child,  oh,  come  to  me." 
Come,  while  ear-  ly  sunbeams  play. 
Find  your  tru  -  est  Friend  above. 
Freely    flowing  from  on  high. 


CHORUS. 


P 


■7^ 


1/  ^ 


—  1  ✓ 

Come  to  me,  come 

Come      to  me. 


to  me; 

come  to 


1     u  n 

Sweetly 

me; 

'  i-T  N- 


m- 


-N  


breathes  that  gentle    whisper,  "  Come  to  me,  oh,  come  to  me,"  Breathes  the 


(2- 


i 


Saviour's    in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion,  Come  to   me,      oh,  come  to  me. 


 ^ 


Copjiigbt,  1890,  \sj  Jobn  J.  Hood. 
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For  Christ  and  the  church,  let  our  voi- ces  ring,  Let  us  hon  -  or  the 
For  Christ  and  the  church,  be  our  earnest  prayer,  Let  us  fol  -  low  his 
For  Christ  and  the  church,  willing  off 'rings  make,Time  and  talents  and 
For  Christ  and  the  church,  let  us  cast  a  -  side,  By  his  con  -  quering 


t — r 


V — y- 


--N- 


name    of  our  own    blessed  King,  Let  us  work  with   a  will    in  the 

ban  -  ner,  the  cross  dai  -  ly  bear.  Let  us  yield,  wholly  yield,  to  his 

gold,  for  the  dear  Master's  sake;  We'll  re  -  member   the  best  we  can 

grace,  chains  of  self,  fear,  and  pride ;  May  our  lives  be  enriched    by  an 


-m- 


strength  of  youth.  And  loy  -  al  -  ly  stand  for  the  kingdom  of  truth. 
Spir  -  it's  power,  And  faithful  -  ly  serve  him  in  life's  brightest  hour, 
bring  to  him.  The  heart's  wealth  of  love,  that  will  nev-  er  grow  dim, 
aim    so  grand,  Then  hap  -  py     the  call    to    the  Saviour's  right  hand. 


For    Christ    our  dear  Eedeem  -  er,    For    Christ   who  died  to  save, 


i 


 S  •■  i 

— »[^-J-l 

-J—ei  S 

For  the  Church  his  blood  hath  purchased.  Lord,  make  us  pure  and  brave. 
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Words  arr.  from  Cennick. 


He  whom  1  fix.  .  .myhopesup- 


1.  Je- sus  my  all  .  .  .  to  heav'n  is  gone 

2.  The  ho- ly  way.  .  .  theprophetswent,  Theroadthatleads    from  banish 

3.  This  is  the  way  ...  I  long  have  sought,  And  mourn'd  because  I  found  it 

4.  Lo,gladIcome, .  .  and  fchou, blest  Lamb,  Wilt  me  receive  .  .  .just  as  I 


on;  ....  His  track  I  see,  ....  and  I'll  pursue  The  narrow 

menfc,  .  .  The  king's  highway .  .  .     of  ho- liness,  I'll  go,  for 

not;.  .  .  .  Till  late  I  heard .  .  .  .  the  Saviour  say:  .  .  .  "  Come  hither, 

am; ....  Nothing  but  sin  ...  .    have  I  to  give,  Nothing  but 


9-0-0-9- 


-0-0-0-0- 


/-^  CHORU^ 


way  ....  till  him  I  view.  .  .  . 
all  ...  his  paths  are  peace. .  . 
soul, ....  I  am  the  way..  .  . 
love  ....  shall  I  receive. .  .  . 


Then  will  I  tell    to  sinners  round 


What  a  dear,  dear  Saviour  I  have  found;  I'll  point  to  thy 

^  »  ^    ^  I  Ihavefound; 


deeming  blood,  And  say,  be  -  hold  the  way  to  God. 

And  say,  behold  |  1 

^#d±— '  •  r  ^    P    P    P  P  P  ^ 
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JXO.  R.  SwEVCT. 

V  V 


In  the  crimson  of  the  morning,  in  the  whiteness  of  the  noon.  In  the 
I  have  heard  his  wearv  footsteps  on  the  sands  of  Gal-i  -  lee.   On  the 
3,  Down  the  minster  isles  of  splendor,  from  betwixt  the  cherubim,  Thro'  the 
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^  ^  V 


am-  ber  glory  of  the  day's  retreat.  In  the  midnight  robed  in  darkness,  or  the 
temple's  marble  pavement.on  the  street,'With  the  weight  of  sorrow  falt'ring  np  the 
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✓  ✓ 
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gleaming    of  the  moon,    I     list  -  en  for  the  com-  ing  of    his  feet, 
slopes  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry.    The    sor  -  row  of  the  com-  ing  of    his  feet, 
mn  -  sic  lor  and  dim — The   mu  -  sic    of  the  com- ing   of    his  feet. 


m 


0  '  0 


^  ^ 
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CHORUS, 
 V  s 


2: 


For  the  com 


ing  of  his  feet,  For  the  com 

>      S      N      S     V     S     S     I  ^  ^ 


-0—0 


U:'n:rg,  I    am  liii-'niBg  for    th.«  com- ing    of  his  feet. 
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coming  robed  in  light  I  I 


lis-  ten  for  the  comim 


:t=t 


of  his  feet. 

2-  ^  -j- 


0T 


4  Sandaled  not  with  shoon  of  silver, 
girdled  not  with  woven  gold, 
Weighted  not  with  shimm'riug  gems 
and  oders  sweet. 
White-winged  and  shod  with  glory  in 
the  Tabor-light  of  old — 
The  glory  of  the  coming  of  his  feet. 


^     \^  ^ 

5  He  is  coming,  O  my  spirit !  with  his 
everlasting  peace, 
With  his  blessedness  immortal  and 
complete ; 
He  is  coming,  O  my  spirit!  and  his 
coming  brings  release ; 
I  listen  for  the  coming  of  his  feet. 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman 


ffilotfi  to  ^ame. 

'  I  will  glorify  thy  name  forevermore." 


Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 


1.  Down  at  the  cross  where  my  Saviour  died,  Down  where  for  cleansing  from 

2.  I     am  so  wondronsly  saved  from  sin,     Je  -  sus  so  sweetly  a- 

3.  Oh,  precious  fountain,  that  saves  from  sin!     I     am  so  glad    I  have 

4.  Come  to  this  fountain,  so  rich  and  sweet :  Cast  thy  poor  soul  at  the 

■    ■  r. 


V— t 


i 


9  g      J  ^  •    #     ■  g— ^— g— L-tf- 

sin  I  cried ;  There  to  my  heart  was  the  blood  ap-  plied ;  Glo 
bides  within ;  There  at  the  cross  where  he  took  me  in ;  Glo 

entered  in ;  There  Jesus  saves  me  and  keeps  me  clean ;  Grlo 
Saviour's  feet ;  Plunge  in  to-day,  and  be  made  complete ;  Glo 


■  ry  to  his 

•  ry  to  his 

•  ry  to  his 

■  ry  to  his 

•  3- 


i 


1 — ^—1-1- 


D,S. — There  to  my  heart  was  the  blood  applied ;  Glo  -  ry  to  his 
Fiyie.   chorus.  ,       ^  , 


n.s. 


-1^ 


name.     Glo  -  ry  to    his  name. 
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r 

name : 


Glo  -  ry  to 

I.  ^  J 


his 
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Carrie  M.  Wilson. 


Text. — "  To  whom  shall  we  go  but  unto  thee  ?  " 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  Where  shall  we  go  when  the  heart  is  oppress'd,  Where  but  to  Je  -  sus  for 

2.  Where  shall  we  go  when  the  tempest  is  high  ?  Where  but  to  Je  -  sus,  oh, 

3.  Where  shall  we  go  when  the  tempter  assails  ?  When  o'er  our  weakness  he 

4.  Where  shall  we  go  but  to  Je- sus  our  Lord  ?  He  is  our  ref-uge,  oh, 

■0-'  -0-  -0-     •0-    ■0'    -^^     S-'   -ti-" -,9-        -0-  ^  ^ 


9? 
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mm 


shel  -  ter  and  rest?  Rocked  on  the  waves  of  a  per  -  il  -  ous  sea, 
where  can  we    fly?      He    is    the  life,  and  that  life    he    will  give; 

al  -  most  pre-  vails?  Where  but  to  him  who  was  tempted  as  we? 
cling   to   his  word;    Je  -  sus    a  -  lone  our  Re-  deem-  er  must  be, 

•0-'    -0-   -f^         ^        ^.^^  ■0-     -0-       m  >  m 
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D.8. — He,    and    he  on  -  Ij,  our  wants  can  relieve: 


PHne.  CHORUS. 


None  can  de  -  liv  -  er  or  save  us   but  he. 

Look,  and  for  -  ev  -  er  with  him  we  may  live. 

None  can  de  -  liv  -  er  nor  save  us    but  he. 

None  can  de  -  liv  -  er  nor  save  us    but  he. 


Where  shall  we  go, 


il 


Why  are   we  faithless,  oh,  why  not  believe? 

— ' 


D.S. 


where  shall  we  go ' 


He,    and  he   on  -  ly,  our  tri  -  als  can  know  ; 


mt'&  Mims  to  Sa^e.  i4i 

Isaiah  txiii :  I.  Wm.  J  KlRKPATRlCK. 
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1.  Je-sus  is  wait-ing  his  grace  to  be-stow;  Sin  "  red  like  crimson "  he 

2.  Standing    a- lone  in  the  strife  we  shall  fail,  Close  to  our  Leader  his 

3.  Take  him  the  burden  that  weighs  on  your  heart.  Take  him  the  trouble, he'll 

4.  Up  from  the  val  -  ley  the  darkness  is  gone  When  Jesus  brings  there  the 


-I — I — I 


i 


makes  white  as  snow ;  Lov-ing  us  free  -  ly,  his  life-blood  he  gave; 
might  will  pre-  vail ;     Or     if     a  bless-  ing  for  oth  -  ers  we  crave, 

com  -  fort  im-  part ;  Held  by  his  hand  we  can  walk    on  the  wave ; 

beau  -  ty    of  dawn ;  Vic  -  fry,  glad  vie-  fry,  we  sing  o'er  the  grave ! 


 (V  L. 


S  r- 
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CHORUS. 
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Bless 
Pray 
Look 
Glo 


ed 
on, 
up 
IT 


Eedeera  -  er !  he's  might  -  y 
be  -  liev-  ing, — he's  might  -  y 
to  Je  -  sus,  he's  might  -  y 
to    Je  -  sus !  he's  might  -  y 


'1  1  \- 


to  save.  Might  -  y   to  save, 

to  save, 

to  save, 

to  save. 


>  • 

 ^  

to  save,    Je-sus  is  might -y  to  save; 
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Mary  D.  James.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


1.  Oh,  bless- ed   fel- low-ship  divine!  Oh,  joy   supremely  sweet !  Com- 

2.  I'm  walking  close  to    Je  -  sns'  side.  So  close  that  I    can  hear  The 

3.  I'm  lean-ing  on  his  lov-  ing  breast,  Along  life's  weary  way ;  My 

4.  I  know  his  shelt'ring  wings  of  love  Are  always  o'er  me  spread.  And 


S3 


I  I 


-fc/-1  h 


1  f- 


pan  -  ion  -  ship  with  Je  -  sus  here  Makes  life  with  bliss  re  -  plete. 
soft -est  wisp- ers  of  his  love.  In  fel -low -ship  so  dear 
path,  il  -  lumined  by  his  smiles,  Grows  brighter  day  by  day. 
tho'  the  storms  may  fiercely  rage,  All  calm  and  free  from  dread 


In 
And 
No 
My 


1 


nn- ion  with  the  pur  -  est  one     I    find  my  heav'n  on  earth  be -gun. 
feel  his  great,  al-might -y  hand  Protects    me    in   this  hos- tile  land, 
foes,   no  woes  my  heart  can  fear,  With  my  al-might -y  Friend  so  near, 
peace  -  ful  spir- it     ev  -  er  sings,  "  I'll  trust  the  cov  -  ert  of  thy  wings." 

J.  J.  t   I  _   .   _   J  ^-  _ 
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CHORUS. 


Oh,  wondrous blisvs!  oh,  joy  sublime!  I've  Je-sus  with  me 


I  I 


J 


all  the 


time, 


Oh, wondrous  bliss!  oh,  joy  sublime!  I've  Je  -  sus  with  me  all  the  time. 


CopTTight,  1876,  bj  Wm.  J.  EiBNATStox. 
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Rev,  Henry  A.  von  Dulsem. 


T,  C.  O'Kane. 


1.  Ob,  the  song  of  the  soul  shall  not  die  nor  grow  old,  Nor  languish  nor 

2.  In  the  beau- ti  -  ful  land  far  a -way  o'er  the  tide,  The  jasper-walled 

3.  And  the  fair,  golden  harps  in  the  hands  of  the  blest,  Shall  thrill  to  a 

4.  And  as    a  -  ges  fly  onward,  tho'  worlds  cease  to  be.  And  per  -  ish  the 


M         K      I  I  J         /j  \ 


pine  in  the  home  of  our  King!  But  as  ages  fly  onwai'd  new  chords  shall  un- 
home  of  the  Ancient  of  Days,  Where theransomedonesshineas the  sun  in  his 
touch  that  no  angel  can  give,  As  we  sing,  in  that  land  where  the  weary  shall 
stars  that  in  heaven  do  throng,  Still  the  joy  of  the  soul  shall  be  deathless  and 
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REFRAIN. 
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fold,  New  mel-  odies  meeting  inspire  us  to  sing.  Oh,  the  song  of  the 
pride.  Our  long  hal-le  -  lujahs  of  glo-  ry  we'll  raise. 

rest.  Of  One  who  hath  died  that  a  sinner  might  live, 
free.  And  deathless  and  free  the  sweet  notes  of  her  song. 

II  JL    ^  _     ^  4SL    JL  1 
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soul!  Oh,  the  song  of  the  soul! 
I  I 


Forev  -  er  in  glo-  ry  the  song  of  the  soul ! 


F.  A.  B.  F.  A.  Blackmkr. 

1^  !^_.  


1.  In  darkness  I  wandered  till  Jesus  I  found,And  then.praise  his  name  i  And 

2.  The  birds  o'er  my  head  seemed  to  sing  a  new  song,So  wondrously  sweet.  So 

3.  And  now  we  are  walk- ing  to- geth- er  a- long,  My  Sa- viour  and  I,  My 

4.  Oh,  wonder  -  ful  Brother,  Redeemer  and  Friend  !  I  love  him  I  know,  I 


t?-...  U  ^      b  b  1 


m 


then,  praise  his  name !  The  clear  light  of  heaven  my  pathway  shone  round,And 
wondrously  sweet;  All  nature  seemed  praising  in  notes  loud  and  long,  My 
Sa-  viour  and  I ;  He  blesses  and  leads  me  with  hand  kind  and  strong,And 
love  him  I  know ;  This  blessed  com-  pan-  ion-  ship,  nev-  er    to  end,  Grows 

tt,  .tttt.  .t  . 
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peace  to  my  spir  -  it  there  came. 

Saviour,when  first  we  did  meet. 

free  -  ly  his  grace  does  sup-  ply. 
sweet  -  er    as  on  -ward  I  go. 


And  now  I'm  con-  fid  -  ing,  And 


-J  \ — ^T 
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sweet  -  ly  1 
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Je  -  sus,  my 
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Sa  -  viour,  Cor 
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Guide :  His  name  I'm  conf 

ess  -  ing,  He 
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fills  me  with 
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bless-  ing ;  To 
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me  he's 

far 

dear 
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Than 
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else 
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Mo  tf)t  UiSt>t. 


Norman  MacLeod,  D.  D. 


Philip  Phillips. 


:S-|r-t- 


t 

1.  Courage,  brother,     do  not  stum-  ble,  The'  thy  path  l)e  dark  as  night; 

2.  Let  the  road  be  rough  and  dreary,    And  its  end  far  out  of  sight, 

3.  Simple  rule  and    saf  -  est  guiding,    Inward  peace  and  inward  light, 

4.  Some  will  hate  thee,  some  will  love  thee,  Some  will  flatter,soraewillslight; 

5:  !        ^  A  ^  I 
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There's  a  star    to  guide  the  humble:  "Trust  in  God  and  do  the  right." 

Foot  it  brave-  ly,  strong  or  m  ea  -  ry,  "  Trust  in  God  and  do  the  right." 

Star  up  -  on  our  path  a  -  bid  -  ing,  "Trust  in  God  and  do  the  right." 
Cease  from  man  and  look  a  -  hove  thee,  "  Trust  in  God  and  do  the  right." 


REFRAIN. 


Do  the  right,        do  the  right,     "Trust  in  God  and  do  the  right. 


Do  the  right, 
^  ^  JISL 

do  the  right, 
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from  "  The  Singing  Pilgrim,"  bj  permjsion. 
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"And  the  city  had  no  need  of  the  sun  :  for  the  glory  of  God  did  lighten  it." — Rev.  xxi :  23. 
Rev.  W,  W.  Baily.  I.  N.  McHose.    By  per. 

■  4  fe—  -  -  -  ^  ^ 


it 


1.  O    have  you  not  heard  of  that  country    a-  hove,  The  name  of  its 

2.  That  wonder-  ful  land  has  a     cit  -  y    of   life.  Ne'er  darken'd  with 

3.  A     mansion  of   wonder-  ful    beauty    is  there,  And  Je  -  sus  that 

4.  They  tell  me  its  friendships  and  love  are  so  pure,    Its  joys  nev-  er 


King,  and  his    in  -  fi  -  nite  love?    His  children  are  deathless  and 


anguish,  nor  dy  -  ing,  nor  strife : 
mansion  has  gone  to  pre  -  pare ; 
die,    and  its   treasures  are  sure; 


Its  tem-  pies  and  streets  all  are 
Its  bright  j as- per  walls  how  I 
And  loved  ones,  depart  -  ed,  so 


hap  -  py,  I'm  told ;   Oh,  will     it    a  -  bide,  will  it     never  grow  old  ? 

flashing  with  gold,  Oh,  can     it  be  true,     it  will  never  grow  old  ? 

long    to  be  -  hold,  And  join  in  the  song  that  will  never  grow  old. 

si  -  lent  and  cold,  Will  greet  us  a  -  gain  where  we'll  never  grow  old. 


-0-- — 0 — 0- 


— y- 


brj:^z:tciz-.ztc=zt?=z:^_ 


J).8.— joy  that's  untold,    To  think  of  that  land  that  will  never   grow  old. 


'Twill  always  be   new,    it  will  nev  -  er  de  -  cay ;    No  night  ev  -  er 


■9 — ^- 


— ^- 


Ui: — c —  1  


D.8. 


— •  •  •  • — ••L 


comes,  it   will  a!  -  ways  be  day;    It  glad- dens  my  heart  with  a 


i 


i 


i  i>  u 


"  Underneath  are  the  everlasting  arms  " — Deut.  xxxiii :  27. 
Rev.  Wm.  T.  C.  Hanna.    Arranged.  Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  Se  -  rene  -  ly  dwell    the  heirs    of  grace    In     ev  -  'ry  age  and 

2.  When  tri  -  als  and  temp  -  ta  -  tions  sore    Are  hurled  against  them 

3.  When  threat'nintj  foes  make  loud  pretence     Of    numbers  vast  and 

4.  And  when  they  reach  the  riv  -  er's  brink,  E'en  death's  cold  wave  they 


— 

 #  0  h 

1 

- 

^^-b  y-t 

^  #-ir-J--#-v— S   #— #=C 

clime  and  place,  Support  -  ed  by    the  firm  embace    Of  ev  -  er-  lasting 

o'er  and  o'er,  They  find  the  vie  -  fry    ev-  'ry  hour  In  ev  -  er-  lasting 

strength  immense,  They  ev  -  er  find    a     sure  defense  In  ev  -  er-  lasting 

need  not  shrink;  They  per- ish  not,  but    on -ly  sink  In  ev  -  er- lasting 


-#- 

0  ...  . 

^  1 

i 

arms !  Tho'  they  are  pilgrims  far  from  home,  W  ho  seek  a     cit  -  y 
arms!  And,  leaving    all    the  w^orld  behind,  They  per  -  feet  peace  thro' 
arms !  Thus  pillow'd  on  God's  loving  breast,  They  know  what  he  per- 
arms !    In  heav'n  they  walk  at    lib  -  er  -  ty.  From  Sa  -  tan,  grief,  and 


yet  to  come.  They  camp  each  night,  where'er  they  roam,  In  ev  -  erlasting  arms ! 
Jesus  find, Which  keeps  and  rules  their  heart  and  mind  In  ev  -  erlasting  arms ! 
mits  is  best;  And  so  thro'  all  they  calmly  r  t    In  ev  -  erlasting  arms  ! 
death  set  free;   A-  bid-  ing  thro'  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty    In  ev  -  erlasting  arms  I 


^        yf     \  ^  ^     \  Copyright,  1889,  by  Jno  R.  Sweaey.  | 
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T.  C.  O'K. 


T.  C.  O'Kanb. 


5  ^  4^^_S^_L^_!  ^  0*    0   c 

U  I 


— 0- 


1.  Hear  you  not    the  Saviour  calling,     Calling  you    so  earnest  -  ly  ? 

2.  Lay  not  up    on  earth  your  treasure,  Transient,  perish  -  ing  'twill  be ; 

3.  In   my  Father's  house  in  heaven,   Let  your  hearts  untroubled  be, 


—0—r0-' — 


0  0^. 


^    U  ^ 


Gent-ly.  too,  the  tones  are  fall- ing,  "Come,  oh,  come,  and  follov^  me." 
Rath- er  seek    e  -  ter- nal  pleasure ;  Would  you  find  it?  follow  me. 
Glorious  man-  sion  will  be    giv  -  en.    On  -  ly  come  and  follow  me. 


mm. 


CHORUS. 


-V  [  [_ 


iii 


-0— 


Let  us  round  our   Leader  ral  -  ly. 


Je  -  sus  bids    us  each  to  come  ; 


He  will  lead    us  thro'  the  val  -  ley.  O'er  the  riv  -  er,    safe  -  ly  home. 


^:  ^  ^  ^ 

 9  0  0  

^0-^  0'  0-^ 

^  1^ 

1  1/ 

 \  ]^  ^ 

m 

1 

4  Be  thy  pathway  bright  or  dreary  5  When  thy  days  on  earth  are  ending, 

Whither  duty  leadeth  thee,  And  the  close  of  life  you  see, 

Strong  thy  steps,  or  faint  and  weary,  Even  to  the  grave  descending, 

I  will  guide  thee,— follow  me.  Never  fear,  but  follow  me. 


Bj  penniasioo. 
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L.  GiLMOUR. 


-I  \- 


Geo.  D.  Moore. 


:^  r 


1.  My   soul      in    sad    ex  -  ile   was    out      on  life's  sea,  So 

2.  I     yield  -  ed  my  -  self      to    his    ten  -  der    embrace,  And 

3.  The  song      of  my  soul,  since  the  Lord  made  me  whole,  Has 

4.  How  pre  -  cious  the  thought  that  we     all      may  re  -  cline,  Like 

5.  Oh,  come     to    the    Sav  -  iour.  he     pa  -  tient-  ly    waits  To 
—  — 0 — ^-0-*  0  0  5  0 —  0  0  a)  #— 


:4:zk 


~-^^^0^—. 

burdened  with  sin,  and  dis  -  trest, 

faith  taking  hold  of  the  word, 

been  the  old  stoey    so  blest 

John  the  be-  lov  -  ed  and  blest, 

save  by  his   power    di  -  vine ; 


Till  I  heard  a  sweet  voice  saying, 
My    fetters     fell  oflf,   and  I 
Of     Jesus,  who'll  save  who-so- 
On     Jesus'  strong  arm,  where  no 

Come,  anchor  your  soul    in  the 


 r 


D.  8. — The  tempest  may  sweep  o'er  the 
,  Fine. 


L-l  \—  n- 


make  me  your  choice ;  And  I    entered  the  "  Ha  -  ven  of 

anchored  my    soul;     The     ha -ven  of    rest     is  my 

ev  -  er  will  have       A     home  in  the  "  Ha  -  ven  of 

tem  -  pest  can  harm, —  Se  -  cure  in  the  "  Ha  -  ven  of 

ha  -  ven   of    rest.     And     say,  "  my  Be  -  lov  -  ed  is 


s 


Rest!" 
Lord. 
Rest ! " 
Rest ! " 
mine." 


wild,  stormy     deep,       In      Je  -  sus    I'm    safe     ev  -  er  -  more. 


PI 


CHORUS. 

.4  ^ 


~0~0—i^  i 


m 


0-  --0—0 — <&  '-^-^  ;— i-ii— — €-^t5>x^<& 

-0-  -0-  -0- 

I've  anchored  my  soul  in  the  haven  of  rest,  I'll  sail  the  wide  seas  no  more ; 
I 

— p—0~rP-'-p—p—^ — •  p.*  # 


Copyright,  1889,  by  John  J.  Hood, 
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Mil  IP 


ISO 


SbnittH  to  ttft  mtttvmo&t. 


W.  J.  K. 


Wm.  J.  RtRKPATRICK. 


---L-!  0  B!_ 

1.  Saved  to  the  uttermost :  I  am  the  Lord's,  Jesus  my  Saviour  salvation  affords, 

2.  Saved  to  the  uttermost :  Jesus  is  near,  Keeping  me  safely,  he  casteth  out  fear ; 

3.  Saved  to  the  uttermost:  this  I  can  say,"Once  all  was  darkness,but  now  it  is  day," 

4.  Saved  to  the  uttermost:  cheerfully  sing  Loud  hallelujahs  to  Jesus, my  King; 

-#--#--#-         -  ^    ^    *    ^  -0  -0-  -0-  -0-  -0-^ 


Gives  me  his  Spirit  a  witness  within,  Whisp'ring  of  pardon,  and  saving  from  sin. 
Trustinghis  promises,how  I  am  blest!  Leaning  upon  him,  how  sweet  is  my  rest! 
Beauti-  ful  vis-  ions  of  glo-  ry   I  see,  Je-  sus  in  brightness  revealed  unto  me. 
Ransomed  and  pardon'd,redeemed  by  his  blood,Cleansed  trom  unrighteousness,glory 
^.  [to  God! 

1/   ^  W  ^  y    y  y  y 


CHORUS. 


r-B  \  1  r--^  \  N  ^  ^ 

 ^  ^ 

 10  Pi- 

— ps  h^.  PS  1  p 

Saved,  saved,  saved  to  the  uttermost,  S 

 \  i  ^  \/  r^—^- 

aved,  saved  by 
-0-  . 

_j  0  F- 

*  '  w — 'w- 

pow-  er    di-  vine ; 

^  >  ^ 

 1  ,  ia— r-- 

—y  1/  W-^- 

1— ^ — s — — ^  \  r-^i  \— s  V— -N — s- 

\^  S  ^  t'           /  ^  d  d — ^' 

d  i  0  "  i  0  ^  -s     i  i  f 

M 

Saved,  saved, 

saved  to  the  uttermost,  Je  -  sus  the  Saviour  is 

mine. 

•  r  -r    r  ^  f  f-f  r  f-.-^ 

u   ii  u  w  if  y 

-li'd  ' 

JTmib  "Preeiou*  Songs,"  by  pw. 


©fte  SaiJtottc  iuttft  we.  i5i 


Lizzie  Edwards.                                                                                Jno.  R.  Swenhy. 

~i  N-F---«- 

:g  tii: 

1.  I  must  have  the  Saviour  with  me,  For  I  dare  not  walk  alone,    I  must 

2.  I  must  have  the  Saviour  with  me,For  my  faith,  at  best,  is  weak;  He  can 

3.  I  must  have  the  Saviour  with  me  In  the  onward  march  of  life,  Thro'  the 

4.  I  must  have  the  Saviour  with  me.  And  his  eye  the  way  must  guide,  Till  I 


feel  his  presence  near  me,  And  his  arm     around  me  thrown.  Then  my 
\fhisper  words  of  comfort  That  no  oth  -  er  voice  can  speak, 
tempest  and  the  sunshine.  Thro'  the  bat  -  tie  and  the  strife, 
reach  the  vale  of  Jordan,  Till     I  cross  the  roll-  ing  tide. 


soul    shall  fear  no  ill.  Let  him  lead       me  where  he  will, 


Then  my  soul  shall  fear  no  ill,  fear  no  ill.  Let  him  lead  me  where  he  will,where  he  will. 


I  will      go     without  a  mur-  mur,  And  his  foot-steps  follow  still. 


I  will  go  I  t 

Copyright,  1884,  bj  Jomi  J.  Hoob. 
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H.  E.  Blaik. 


Sbtill  out  of  &m&t 


Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick, 


fi 


1.  Still  out  of  Christ,  when  so  oft  he  has  called  you,  Why  will  you  longer  re- 

2.  Still  out  of  Christ,  and  the  moments  so  precious,  Night  is  approaching,  oh, 

3.  Still  out  of  Christ,  yet  for  you  there  is  mercy,      If  you  are  willing  to 

4.  Still  out  of  Christ,  and  the  love  he  has  promised,  How  you  are  longing  that 


9= 


1=- 


1 


-y — y- 


fuse  to    be- lieve?  What  can  you  hope  trom  the  world  or  its  pleasure? 
what  will  you  do?    Still  out  of  Christ,  yet  there's  room  at  the  fountain, 
turn  from  your  sin ;    Yon-  der  he  stands  at  the  door  of    sal-  va-  tion, 
love  to     re- ceive:  Haste  where  the  star  of  your  faith  is  di-recting, 
^         !       h  .N 


I 


How  can  you  trust  them  when  both  will  deceive  ?  Come,  come  to 

Free  are  its  wa-  ters,  and  flow-  ing  for  you. 

Wait-  ing  to  par-  don  and  welcome  you  in. 
Haste,  and  this  moment  repent  and  believe. 


sus, 


wea-  ry,  heavy-  hearted.  Come,  come  to  Jesus  while  you  may;  Now 

,N  

H^' — 0  ^ — 0— 


V— 


1 


waiting, 


waiting 


:.-S=g±r-:^-:lv-_-i: 


receive  you,  Hark,  he  is  calling  you  to-  day. 


4-^ 


Copyright,  1886,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


Elisha  Hoffman. 
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T.  C.  O'Kane. 


1.  The    ten-  der  voice  of     Je  -   sus  has    oft  -  en  thrill'd  thy  heart, 

2.  The  Lord  has  lavished  bless  -  ings  pro-  fuse  -  ly     on    thy  way, 

3.  Come,  give  thyself  to     Je  -  sus,  who  died    to    ran-  som  thee. 


Be  -  seeching  thee  in     gen  -  tie  tones  from  all   thy  sins  to  part; 

Ten   thousand  are  the    mer- cies  rich  he  sends  thee  day  by  day; 

Come,  bring  thy  heart  so  press'd  with  sin.  and  he  will  set  it  free; 

*  ^.  ^ 


■1 — 


-it 


Why  do    you  all  the    call  -  ings 
Why  with    in-  grat  -  i  -  tude  do 
O     do     not  now  a  -  gain  the 


of  the   blessed    Spir  -  it  slight? 
you  the  love  of   God  requite? 
call   of   thy  Re-  deem-  er  slight, 
#  »  =  — ^ 


O     soul,  for  whom  the 
O     soul,  for  whom  the 
Per  -  haps  thy    la  -  test 


Saviour  died,  why  still  unsaved  to-  night? 
Saviour  died,  why  still  unsaved  to-  night? 
call  may  be    the  call  that  comes  to-  night. 


soul,  for  whom  the 


^  ^  ^  U  \^  U 
Saviour  died,  why  still  unsaved 


REFRAIN.  Slowy. 


to-  night? 


1st  &  2d. 
3d. 


still  unsaved  to-  night?  Why  still  unsaved  to-  night? 
not    be  saved  to-  night?  Why  not    be  saved  to-  night? 


From  •'  Bappj  hongs." 


If 


p.  H.  DiNGMAN. 


^— i: 


Jno  R.  Swenet. 

/  ^   ^  ^ 


1.  You  ask  what  makes  me  happy, my  heart  so  free  from  care,  It  is  because  my 

2.  I  was  a  friendless  wand'rer  till  Jesus  took  me  in,  My  life  was  full  of 

3.  I  wish  that  ev'ry  sinner  before  his  throne  would  bow ;  He  waits  to  bid  them 

4.  I  mean  to  live  for  Jesus  while  here  on  earth  I  stay,And  when  his  voice  shall 


•# — # — • — 


-# — »- 


-» — »- 


-t^— w— u-— t^- 


f'-H^-ii- 


Sav  -  iour  in  mercy  heard  my  prayer ;  He  brought  me  out  of  darkness  and 
sor  -  row,  my  heart  was  full  of  sin  ;  But  when  the  blood  so  precious  spoke 
welcome,  he  longs  to  bless  them  now ;  If  they  but  knew  the  rapture  that 
call  me  to  realms  of  endless  day,    As  one  by  one  we  gath  -  er,  re- 
.0.         ^.  .0.  .0.         .0.  jt. 


— j:  w — w- 


N   ^  ^ 


A—i 


now  the  light  I  see ;  O  blessed,  loving  Saviour !  to  him  the  praise  shall  be. 
pardon  to  my  soul ;  Oh, blissful,  blissful  moment!  'twas  joy  beyond  control, 
in  his  love  I  see,  They'd  come  and  shout  salvation,and  sing  his  praise  with  me. 
joicing  on  the  shore,We'll  shout  his  praise  in  glory,  and  sing  forev-  ermore. 


I 


m 


-9 — » — # — #- 


^   ^      CHORUS.    1^       jj  1^ 

U  ^  1 

-d-- — — « — 1 

I  wills 

lOut  his  praise 

^°^j;°-^^'So  Will- 

Lj  1  1  ^  ^      0  L 

'                        1         1/  fcS 

And  we'll 

I,      so    will  I, 

I-  r  -f— r- 
0 — 0 — 0 — 0 — 

^  ^  b    V  -b* 

L-  1  ^  

all  sing  hulle  -  lu-jah  in  heav-en  by  and  by;  I  will  shout  his  praise  in 
.ft.  .m.  ^    .0.  .0. 


Cop/tight,  1889,  by  Sua.  S.  |jwene]r, 


If  mn  Sftout       ^ptratse.— CONCLUDED  iss 

glo-ry,  .    .    .  And  we'll  all  sing  hallelujah  in  heaven  by  and  by. 

So  will  I,   so  will  I,  ^^..ft.JL  ^   .     P  P 


Fanny  J.  Crosby.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


1.  I  am  pray  -  ing,  bless-  cd  Sav  -  iour,  To  be  more  and  more  like  thee ; 

2.  I  am  pray  -  ing,  bless- ed  Sav-ionr,  For  a  faith    so  clear  and  bright 

3.  I  am  pray  -  ing    to   be  hum-  bled  By  the  power  of  grace  di-  vine, 

4.  I  am  pray  -  ing,  bless-  ed  Sav  -  iour,  And  my  constant  prayer  shall  be 

I  am  pray  -  ing  that  thy  Spir  -  it  Like  a  dove  may  rest  on  me. 
That  its  eye  will   see  thy  glo  -  ry  Thro' the  deep  -  est,  dark- est  night. 
To  be  clothed  up  -  on  with  meekness.  And  to  have    no  will  but  thine. 
For  a   per  -  feet  con  -  se  -  era  -  tion,That  shall  make  me  more  like  thee. 

I       ^    u  i> 


CHORUS. 


r-1  

 ^ — ^_. 

Thou  who  1 

-»-- — » — 1 — ^ — 

r — tr  ^  ir- 

enow- est  all  my  v 

5  «i  S  S 

7eak-ness,  Thou  whc 

m         m         m  m 

)  knowest  all  my 

rrz;  q?: 

:?are. 

L|  — — 

r___^  L          U       U  ^ 

 ^ — 1/ — I  

While  I  plead  each  nrecious  promise,  Hear,  oh.  hear  and  answer  prayer. 

-#-  -#-  I 
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E.  Hewitt. 

Not  too  fast. 


fimutitul  MoDej9. 


Wm.  J.  KlRKPATRlCK. 


1.  We  shall  walk  with  him  in  white,In  that  country  pure  and  hright,Where  shall 

2.  "We  shall  walk  with  him  in  white, Where  faith  yields  to  blissful  sight,When  the 

3.  We  shall  walk  with  him  in  white,  By  the  fountains  of  delight,  Where  the 


1 


3 


enter  naught  that  may  defile ;  Where  the  day -beam  ne'er  declines,  For  the 
beauty  of  the  King  we    see ;  Holding  converse  full  and  sweet,  In  a 
Lamb  his  ransomed  ones  shall  lead,  For  his  blood  shall  wash  each  stain,  Till  no 


0 — #- 


blessed  light  that  shines  Is  the  glo  -  ry  of  the  Saviours  smile, 
fel  -  lowship  complete ;  Waking  songs  of    ho  -  ly  mel  -  o  -  dy. 

il  for  -  ev  -  ermore     is  freed. 


spot  of   sin    remain,  And  the  sonl  for  -  ev  -  ermore     is  freec 


Beau    -    -    -    ti-  ful  robes      we    then  shall        wear,    .  . 

Beau  -  ti  -  ful  robes         we    then  shall  wear,  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  robes  we    then  shall  wear, 

-y— t;- — y— f— - 

!90,  bj  Wm.  J.  KiRKPATiuoit. 
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Gar    -    -  meuts  of  light,  .  .  .  Love    -    -     ly  and  bright,  .  .  . 

Garments  of  light,    .    .    Garments  of  light,  Lovely  and  bright,    .    .    Lovely  and  bright, 

^  b  b  I  ^  ^  ' 

*         -0-  *  ^ 


-N  N 


Walking  with  Je  -  sus  in  white,  Beau-  ti  -  ful  robes  we  shall  wear. 


-#-  • — # — # — 0 — r--*-  \ — r  t — c- 


I 


Henrietta  E.  Blair, 

-N  


VVM.  J.  KlKKPATRlCK. 

I=^z^-=^zz:]=z:^^: 


 »  i^— ^— ^— ^ 

1.  While  struggling  thro'  this  vale  of  tears  I  want  more  faith  in  Je  -  sus; 

2.  To    war  against  the  foes  with- in    I   want  more  faith  in  Je  -  sus; 

3.  To  brave  the  storms  that  here  I  meet  I  want  more  faith  in  Je  -  sus ; 

4.  I    want  a  faith  that  works  by  love,   A    con-  stant  faith  in  Je  -  sus; 


Fine, 


-0 — 


1 


pa 


A  -  mid  temptations,  cares,  and  fears,  I  want  more  faith  in  Je 

To    rise    a  -  bove  the  powers  of  sin   I  want  more  faith  in  Je 

To    rest  con-fid-ing  at  his  feet     I  want  more  faith  in  Je 

A  faith  that  mountains  can  remove,    A  liv  -  ing    faith  in  Je 


sus. 
sus. 
sus. 
sus. 

^ 


5 


D.8. — And  this  my  cry,  as  time  rolls  by,    I  want  more  faith  in    Je  -  sus, 


CHORUS.  I  I 


-»  0  0- 


^  I  I 


B.S. 


-0-*—0 


-0  0'—0- 


-0— 

-0  1  P —  1 — — N 

-0— 

 1  0  -A  i  1  0  —  J  1— 

-0  ^  0  0  0—^0—0- 

u  1  '  '  v  \J 

I  want  more  faith,  I  want  more  faith,  A  clearer,  brighter,  stronger  faith  in  Jesus ; 


i: 
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Frances  Ridley  Havergai- 

-I  1  ^~A 


1.  J  am  so  weak,  dear  Lord,  I  cannot  stand  One  moment  without  thee; 

2.  I    am    so  weary,  Lord,  and  yet  I  know  All    fulness  dwells  in  thee; 

3.  It     is    so  sweet  to  trust  thy  word  alone,  I     do   not  ask  to  see 


:t==t 


H  » — m — • — »— 


:t==t==:t 


But,  oh,  the  tenderness  of  thy  en  -  folding.  And,  oh,  the  faithfulness  of 
And,  hour  by  hour,  that  never  -  failing  treasure  Supplies,  in  full  and  o-  ver- 
Th' unveiling  of  thy  purpose,  or    the  shining  Of  future  light  on  my ster- 


^13 


4  m- 


V— u— b*— t^— r 


%  I  I 


^Fine. 


#— ^ — — , 


thyupholding,  And  oh,  the  strength  of  thy  righthand,That  strength  isenough  forme, 
flowing  measure.  My  least  my  greatest  need,  and  so  Thy  grace  is  enough  for  me. 
ies  entwining,  Thy  promise  roll  is  all  my  own, — Thy  word  is  enough  for  me. 

for  me. 


— -P— 


-0 — #- 


-w-w- 


1 — r 


1 — V 


D.S. 


0 


That  strength  is  enough  for  me. 
Thy  grace  is  enough  for  me, 
Thy  word  is  enough  for  me. 


That  strength  is  enough  f<r>r  me ; 
Thy  grace  is  enough  for  me ; 
Thy  word  is  enough  for  me ; 


for  me 


for  me ; 


And 
My 
Thy 


fct£ 


g 


t~l~l— f 
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E.  A.  Barnes. 


'Always  abounding  in  the  work  of  the  Lord.' 


I  Cor.  XV.  58. 

Wm.  J.  KiRKIATRICK. 

,N    ^    1  .^  ■ 


1.  Be  earnest,  my  "brothers,  in  word  and  in  deed,  Be  active  in  reaping  and 

2.  Be  ready,  my  brothers,  his  call  to     o-bey^  In  seeking  the  erring  and 

3.  Be  zealous,  my  brothers,  the  light  to  extend.  And  unto  all  nations  the 


i 


sow-  ing  the  seed;  And  thus  in  the  vineyard,  with  Je-  sus  to  lead,  Be 
show-ing  the  way;  And  thus  as  his  servants,  remem  -  ber,  we  pray,  Be 
gos  -  pel  to  send ;  And  thus,  till  the  harvest  in  glo  -  ry  shall  end,  Be 


m 


BEFKAIN. 


4±* 


always  abounding  in  the  work  of  the  Lord.  Be  always  abounding  in  the 


t==t 


work  of  the  Lord, Be  always  abounding  in  the  work  of  the  Lord;  Be  earnest, be 


active,  re-  lying  on  his  word,  Be  always  abounding  in  the  work  of  the  Lord. 


m 


m 
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By  permission. 


"  Let  brotherly  love  continue." 


S.  J.  Vail. 


1.  Soldiers  in  the  ranks  of  Je  -  sus,  Workers  in  the  field  of  grace, 

2.  Some  are  here  whose  locks  betok-  en  Years  of  watching,  toil  and  care; 

3.  Tell  us,  brethren,  are  you  planting  Goodly  seed  on  fertile  ground? 

4.  Tho'  you  sometimes  feel  discouraged,  And  your  labor  seems  in  vain, 

5.  Patient,  then,  be  per  -  se  -  ver  -  ing;  Soon  your  mission  will  be  o'er; 


f- 


Preachers  of  our  blessed  gos  -  pel, 
0th  ■  ers  in  the  prime  of  manhood, 
Is  the  glorious  work  progressing, 
Look  to  God,  and  seek  his  blessing, 
Thro'  the  glass  of  hope,  tho'  dark-  ly, 


-p—fi. 


1 — r 


Welcome  to  this  sacred  place. 
Just  be-  gin  their  cross  to  bear. 
Does  the  fruit  of  joy  abound? 
He  will  bring  the  promised  rain. 
You  can  see  the  oth  -  er  shore. 


m 


CHORUS. 


-b — ^  '  ^ — s  N  g 


-f^  ps-j- 


What  an  hour  of  ho  -  ly  transport,    God   is     in  our  midst  to-day ! 


mi 


-r 


9—L 


H  1- 


Praise  the  Lord,  this  happy  u  -  nion,  How  it  cheers  us  on  our  way. 


Effousf)  ^om  Aim  tie  aa  Starlet,  i6i 

"  Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  tl 
t  J.  Ckosby, 

DUET.  Oently. 


"  Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  as  snow  " — Isaiah  i.  i8. 
Fannv  J.  Ckosby,  W.  H.  Doane,    By  per 

DUET.  Oently.  \lst.  |2ncZ. 


mm 


1.  "  Tho'  your  sins  be  as  scailet.  They  shall  be  as  white  as  snow  ;  as  snow  \ 

2.  Hear  the  voice  that  entreats  you,  Oh,  return  ye  unto  God  !  to  God  ! 

3.  He'll  forgive  your  transgressions.  And  remember  them  no  more ;  no  more : 


— ' 

-1  1 

-i  

QUARTET. 


Tho'  they  be 
He   is  of 
"  Look  un-  to 


red  . 

great 
me, 


like  crimson,  They  shall  be  as  wool ; " 
compassion,  And  of  wondrous  love ; 
ye  people,"  Saith  the  Lord  your  God ; 

3  - 


^— «- 


tz:iztz=t: 


(2- 


The'  they  be  red 


DUET,  p 


QUAllTET.  / 


:5t 


"  Tho'  your  sins  be    as   scarlet,  Tho'  your  sins  be      as  scarlet, 
Hear  the  voice  that  entreats  you,  Hear  the  voice  that  entreats  you, 
He'll  forgive  your  transgressions,  He'll  forgive  your  transgressions, 


t: 


d — — ->  -A- 

~A  -A 

-A  ^  -A  -A 

-ii  .— H  

L^s*.  «  « 

They  shall  be    as  white  as  snow,  They  shall  be  as  white  as  snow." 
Oh,  return    ye  un  -  to  God  1  Oh,  return    ye   un  -  to  God  I 
And  remem  -  ber  them  no  more.  And  remem  -  ber  them  no  more. 


162  ntnit  mty  SaDiour. 


F.  M.  D.  "  For  thy  name's  sake  lead  me,  guide  me. 

Wiih  expression. 


-Ps.  xxxi.  3. 

 N— N- 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


5^T 


1.  Saviour,  lead  me,  lest  I  stray, 

2.  Thou  the  refuge  of  my  soul 

3.  Saviour,  lead  me,  then  at  last, 


^--5  

Gent-  ly  lead  me  all  the  way ; 
When  life's  stormy  billows  roll, 
When  the  storm  of  life  is  past, 

I  I 


-i»-»-»-»H»-^^4- 


--b'^^^V-^i  

lead  me,  lest  I  stray,  Gent    -  ly 


lead  me  all  the  way ; 


1.  Sav 


I  am  safe  when  by  thy  side,  I  would  in  thy  love  abide. 

I  am  safe  when  thou  art  nigh.       All  my  hopes  on  thee  rely. 
To  the  land  of  endless  day,        Where  all  tears  are  wiped  away.  ^ 


I 

— 

1  

^  . 

— — 

-+ — 

V  i>  ^  1— 

in  thy  love  abide. 

am 

safe  when  by  thy  side,  I 

would 

CHORUS 

J. 

-r5? 

 1 

— 1 

'  ^ 

Lead    me,      lead    me,       Sav  -  iour,  lead  me,  lest  I    stray ;  .    .  . 


1  0  

H 

h  

4-             4t.  ^ 

lest    I  stray ; 

^  »— ^ 

r-        -j  1 

 1 

-f  . 

1  y-  y  

rit.  e  dim. 
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Gently  down  the  stream  of  time.   Lead  me, Saviour, all  the  way. 

all  the  way. 

^  ^  i 


stream  of  time. 


-V— i>- 


from  "  Caiols  of  Joj,"  by  per. 
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Rev.  F.  Merkick,  D.  D. 


 -—^  ^- 


T.  C.  O'Kanb. 

.  s  ^  1^  J  , 


^—r-wt-9—^^m—^—^%—z^ —  '  


1.  More  like  Jesus,  more  like  Jesus  would  I  be ;  More  like  Jesus  in  submission, 

2.  More  like  Jesus,  more  like  Jesus  would  I  be;  Morelike  Jesus,  true  and  steadfast, 

3.  Blessed  Jesus,  come  and  make  me  all  like  thee ;  All  like  thee,  O  blessed  J esus, 


-y— t^— y— f^- 


^--iz=:i==^Szifzi?:±iEEizfi*z:t 


Like  him  trustful,  unrepin  -  ing.  Patient  like  him,  like  him  in  humili  -  ty. 
Like  him  striving,  ever  do  -  ing,  Earnest  like  him,  like  him  in  fidel-  1  -  ty. 
In  the  glo-  ry  of  thy  manhood,  In  the  beauty  of  thy  spotless  pur-  i  -  ty. 


^  4L  ^  ^  ^ 


CHORUS. 


More  and  more,     more  and  more,    Moreandmorelike  Jesus  ev'ry  day;  .  . 

More  and  more,  more  and  more.      More  like  Je  -  sus   ev'ry  day.  ev'ry  day; 


h    s  I 


More  and  more,       more  and  more,      More  like  Jesus  ev  -  'ry  day 

More  and  more,  more  and  more, 

^    \  I 


•^-h-r-h-f---f- 
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Wm.  G.  Fischer. 

1.  A      lit  -  tie  talk  with  Je  -  sus,  How  it  smooths  the  rugged  road ! 

2.  Ah,   this    is  what  I'm  wanting,      His     love  -  ly  face  to    see ; 

3.  I      can  -  not  live  without  him,     Nor  would    I     if     I  could ; 

4.  So  I'll  wait  a    lit  -  tie  long  -  er.      Till     his    appoint  -  ed  time, 


p-p — p> — 

m 

~L — !© — \f- — »— 

M    1  '^-'W 

V  r"i — ^ 

v=f— q 

m 
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How  it  seems  to  help  me    on-  ward.  When  I  faint  heneath  my  load  ; 
And  I'm  not     a-  fraid  to    say    it,        I     know  he's  wanting  me. 

He      is     my  dai  -  ly    por-tion,     My    med  -  i-cine  and  food. 
And  a-  long  the  upward  path-  way     My     pil  -  grim  feet  shall  climb. 

 p    ^-    p      p  p>  pllp-rp-^— p— p  p_r-^^-r 


When  my  heart  is  crushed  with  sorrow,  And  my  eyes  with  tears  are  dim, 
He    gave  his  life    a    ran-som.      To  make  me  all  his  own, 
He  is    al  -  to-geth-er  love  -  ly  ;     None  can  with  him  com- pare  : 
There,    in    my  Father's  dwell- ing,  Where  man  -  y  mansions  be, 


There  is  naught  can  yield  me  comfort  Like  a    lit  -  tie  talk  with  him. 
And  he'll  ne'er  forget  his  prom-  ise       To     me,  his  purchased  one. 
Chief-  est      among  ten  thousand.     And    fair  -  est  of  the  fair. 
I  shall  sweetly  talk  with  Je  -  sus,     And     he    will  talk  with  me. 


By  permission. 


Priscilla  J.  Owens 


mi  Mnttfot. 


1.  Will  your  anchor  hold  in  the  storms  of  life,  When  the  clouds  unfold  their 

2.  It  is  safely  moored,  'twill  the  storm  withstand,  For  'tis  well  secured  hy  the 

3.  It  will  firmly  hold  in  the  straits  of  fear,  When  the  breakers  have  told  the 

4.  It  will  surely  hold  in  the  floods  of  death,  When  the  waters  cold  chill  our 

5.  When  our  eyes  behold  thro'  the  gath'riug  night  The  city  of  gold,  our 


^4: 


■V— p^- 


-•  r 


--• —  


wings  of  st^e?  When  the  strong  tides  lift,  and  the  cables  strain.  Will  your 
Saviour's  hand;  And  the  cables,  passed  from  his  heart  to   mine,  Can  de- 
reef    is  near,  Tho'  the  tempest  rave  and  the  wild  winds  blow.  Not  an 
lat  -  est  breath.  On  the   ris  -  ing  tide    it   can  nev  -  er    fail,  While  our 
bar-  bor  bright.  We  shall  anchor    fast    by   the  heav'nly  shore,  with  the 

I  ^         m.     m  -0-       -9-  -•-     -•-  -#-  .  -#- 


I — r 


CHORUS.  ^    1^  1 
— it 


anchor  drift,  or    firm   remain  ?  We  have  an  anchor  that  keeps  the  soul 
fy  the  blast,  thro'  strength  divine, 
angry  wave  shall  our  bark  o'erflow. 
hopes  a  -  bide  with  -  in    the  veil, 
storms  all  past  for  -  ev  -  ermore. 

-m- 


^  -Kn 
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steadfast  and  sure  while  the 
#-  _ 

billows  roll, 

-0-  -t^- 
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Fastened  t 

0  the  Rock  which 

i^'T—f  f — » — ' 

9  » — 
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can  -  not  move,  Grounded  firm  and  deep    In    the   Saviour's  love. 
^     ^     ^     .  -  .    -  ^ 
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(Slots  to  ©00,  ?^aUrluiaft! 


Fan-NY  J .  Crosby. 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1.  We  are  nev  -  er,  nev-  er  wea  -  ry  of  the  grand  old  song ;  Glo  -  ry  to 

2.  We  are  lost   a-  mid  the  rapture  of   redeem  -  ing   love ;   Glo  -  ry  to 

3.  We  are  go  -  ing  to    a    palace  that  is  built    of   gold ;   Glo  -  ry  to 

4.  There  we'll  shout  redeeming  mercy  in  a  glad,  new  song ;  Glo  -  ry  to 

A 


Ji  C- 


A— — \— 


-•  •  Q  • 


I     1/  --^  '  l<  u  -  [> 

God,  hal-  le  -  lu  -  jah  !     e  can  sing  it  loud  as  ever,  with  our  faith  more  strong : 
God,  hal-  le  -  la  -  jah  !  We  are  rising  on  its  pinions  to  the  hills  a  -  bove: 
God,  hal-  le  -  lujah  !  Where  the  King  in  all  his  splendor  we  shall  soon  behold : 
God,  hallelujah!  Theiewe'llsingthepraiseof  Jesus  with  theblood-wash'd  throng: 


ir—fr-zm^9~'it—'p—p—'p 


V — ^ 


y — ^ — ^ — ^ — ^ 


Fine.  cnoRUS. 


~9, — »' 


WEI 


iF  t  tit 


Glo  -  ry   to  God,  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah !   O,  the  children  of  the  Lord  have  a 


right  to  shout  and  sing.  For  the  way    is  grow-  ing  bright,  and  our 


« — •- 


4=- 
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souls  are  on  the  wing ;  We  are  going  by  and  by  to  the  palace  of  a  King! 
-A-  -A-  -A.  -A-  -r^ 

t:4= 
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   L  ^  / 


^tawJjCwfl  on  tfte  ^^fowiscs.  i67 

R.  Kelso  Carteii, 


1.  Standing  on 

2.  Standing  on 

3.  Standing  on 

4.  Standing  on 

5.  Standing  on 
JL. 


the  prom-is 
the  prom-is 
the  prom-is 
the  prom-is 
the  prom -is 


of   Christ  ray  King,  Thro'  e  -  ter  -  nal 

that    can  -  not  fail,   When  the  howling 

I     now    can  see     Per  -  feet,  present 

of   Christ  the  Lord,  Bound  to  him    e  - 

I      can  -  not  fall,   Listening  ev  -  ery 


EE? 


A  \- 


a  -  ges  let  his  prais  -  es  ring ;  Glo  -  ry  in  the  highest,  I  will  shont  gtnd  sing, 
storms  ofdoubt  and  fear  as -sail.  By  the  liv -ing  Wordof  God  I  shall  pre -vail, 
cleansing  in  the  blood  for  me ;  Standing  m  the  liberty  where  Christ  makes  free, 
ter  -  nally  by  love's  strong  cord,  0  -  vercoming  dai  -  ly  with  the  Spir-its'  sword, 
moment  to  the  Spir- its'  call,  Rest -ing  in  my  Saviour,  as  my  all  in  all, 


r- 


CHORUS. 

-I  -1  
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standing  on  the  promises  of  God.  Stand    -    ing,       stand    -  ing, 

Standing  on  the  promises,  Standing  on  the  promises. 


standing  on  the  promis-  es  of  God  my  Saviour ;  Stand  - 


9^ 


Standing  on  the  pro  mis-  es. 


I'm  standing  on  the  promis-  es    of  God. 


stand    -     -  mg, 

Standing  on     the  prom-  is-  es 
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Rev.  W.  F.  Crafts. 


Wm*.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


=t 

1.  Wea-ry  with  walking     a  -   lone,     Long  heav-y  -  laden    with  sin 

2.  Fearing    to    stand  for  my    Lord,  Trembling  for  weakness   in   prayer ; 


Toil-ing   all  night  with  out    Christ, — Rest    for  my   soul  shall  I  win, 

Yet    on  the  bo  -  som  di  -   vine      Los  -  ing  each  sor-row  and  fear, 

' — — y — y — — y — ^-^  ^  r — r   r  '    1 — ^ 
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Chorus. 


^ 
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Lean      -     ing  o 
Leaning  on  Je-  sus,  in 
^  ^  M.  ^  ^  A 

n  Je       -       sus,  I 
him  I     a  -  bide. 

walk       -        at  his 
Leaning  on  Je  -  sus,  I  i 

t^T  -1-1 

side  ;  .  . 
ivalk  at  his  side  ; 

1  

^  I'    k'  > 

"-b*   U   U   U  — ' 
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:|?.-=P=rq?i?:: 
^  v    -  i — ^ 

Lean    -    -     ing  on  Je     -     -     sus,  1  trust  him,  my  Shepherd  and  Guide. 

Leaning  on    Je-  sus,  what-ev-  er     be  -  tide, 

jt.  jL  jL  JL  JL  JL  JL  ^^^ 


3  Anxious  no  longer  for  self, 

Shrinking  no  longer  from  pain, 
Leaning  on  Jesus  alone, 
He  all  my  care  will  sustain. 

From  "  Leaflet  Oeme."  bj  permiMion  vliomij.  Hooa. 


4  Leaning,  I  walk  in  "the way," 

Leaning,    the  truth  "  I  shall  know; 
Leaning  on  heart-throbs  of  Christ, 
Safe  into  "  life  "  I  may  go. 
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Kelso  Carter. 


Jno  R. 


I 


SWENEY. 


1.  Je-sus  is     the  light,  the  way, 

2.  We  who  know  our  sins  forgiven, 

3.  As  we  journey  here    be  -  low, 

4.  We  will  sing  his  power  to  save, 


We  are  walking  in  the  light, 
We  are  walking  in  the  light. 
We  are  walking  in  the  light, 
We  are  walking  in  the  light, 


We  are 
We  are 
We  are 
We  are 


^  ^  -0- 


1 


walking  in  the  light ;  Shining  brighter  day  by  day.  We  are  walking  in 
walking  in  the  light ;  Find  on  earth  the  joy  of  heaven.  We  are  walking  in 
walking  in  the  light ;  Oh,  what  joy  and  peace  we  know,  We  are  walking  in 
walking  in  the  light ;  We  will  triumph  o'er  the  grave.  We  are  walking  in 

•  .-j      m,  m     m,     »     m      m      J  »    f"'  ^    f"*  ♦ 


the 
the 
the 
the 
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REFRAIN. 


Spa: 


We 


beautiful  light  of  God.  We  are  walk  -    -   ing  in  the  light,  we 

Walking  in  the  light,  beautiful  light  of  God, 


1 


3iS 


walk  - 

Walking  in  tlie  light. 


ing  in  the  light, 


We  are  walk 

beau-  ti-  ful  light  of  God,  Walking 

a. 


-    -  mg 

in  the  light, 


in  the 


light,  ....     We  are  walking  in  the  beauti  -  ful  light  of 

Walk -ing   in    the  light,  g  _ 


1 


CopTTight.  1887,  by  Joo.  K.  gveney. 
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Charles  Wesley. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  How  happy ev*ry childof  grace,  Who knowshissiDsforgiven!  ''Thisearth,"  he 

2.  O  what  a  blessed  hope  is  ours!  While  here  on  earth  we  stay.  We  more  than 

3.  O  would  he  more  of  heaven  bestow,  And  let  the  ve4>sels  break,  And  let  our 


-0 — r 


cries, "Is  not  my  place,  I  seek  my  place  in  heaven, — A  country  far  from 
taste  the  heav'nly  pow'rs,  And  ante  -  date  that  day;    We  feel  the  res  -  ur- 
ransomed  spirits    go    To  grasp  the  God  we  seek;  In  rapturous  awe  on 


mortal  sight;  Yet  oh,  by  faith  I  see  The  land  of  rest,  the  saints'  delight.  The 
rectiou  near,  OurlifeinChristconceo  led,  And  with  hisglorious  presence  here  Our 
him  to  gaze,  Who  bought  thesightforme;Andshoutandw^onderathisgrace  Thro' 

J        -  '  -   


 zn — >  -   \ — ■=  b 


CHORUS. 


— — 


j       heaven  prepared  for  me,"    How  hap-  py  ev'ry  child  of  grace,  Who  knows  his 
earthen  vessels  filled. 


all     e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 


■m — • — ^  — #- 


I  n 


I 

sins  forgiven!  "  This  earth,"  he  cries,  "is  not  my  place,  I  seek  my  place  in  heav'n." 


ntmina  on  tfte  ffiijerlastftifl  mtma.  i7i 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 

4—-^  


4; 


A.  J.  Showalter. 

 i^-N — ^- 


-0-    ^     '     " '  '   ^    -0-   -#-   -#-.  - 

1.  What  a    fel- lowship,  what  a    joy  divine,  Leaning  on  theev-er- 

2.  Oh,  how  sweet  to  walk  in  this  pilgrim  way,  Leaning  on    the  ev  -  er  - 

3.  What  have  I    to  dread,  what  have  I    to  fear,  Leaning  on    the  ev  -  er  - 


t=t=t 


t=---- 


I  I 


■I  f- 


:S=r: 


I  I 


13 


— ^ 


-»  W  9 

arms;  What    a    bless  -  ed- ness.  What    a   peace  is  mine, 

arms;  Oh,  how  bright  the  path  grows  from  day  to  day, 

arms  ?    I    have  bless  -  ed  peace  with   my  Lord  so  near. 


last  -  ing 
last  -  ing 
last  -  ing 

I  I 


m 


 h 

REFRAIN. 


1  I 


i 


3 


Lean  -  ing 
Lean  -  ing 
Lean  -  ing 


on    the  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  arms.  Lean      -  ing, 
on    the  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  arms, 

on    the  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  arms.    Lean  -  ing    on  Je  -  sus, 


Safe   and     se-cure  from    all      a  -  larms ; 


lean 

Lean  -  ing 


on     Je  • 


I  I 


i 


 1 


5^ 


1T 


0.  T-iJrrjTi-^^^-^^ 

ing,      Leaning  on  the  ev-  er-  lasting  arms. 


Lean     -    ing,  lean 

Lean-ing  on  Je  -  sus,  lean-  ing  on  Je  -  sus, 

I    u  f^J  i 

— 0 — — 0. 


-I  1^— ^-h 


By  per.  A.  J.  Show»ltor. 


■V— ^-1 — t- 
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^^tfutntXi  of  3tftn&, 


Gkigg. 


Duet. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


1.  Je-  sus,  and  shall 

2.  Ashamed  of   Je  - 

3.  Ashamed  of   Je  - 

4.  Ashamed  of   Je  - 

Inst, 


it    ev  -  er    be,    .  . 

-  sus!  sooner   far    .  . 

-  sus !  just  as  soon  .  . 

-  sus !  that  dear  Friend . 


A  mortal 
Let  evening 
Let  midnight 
On^vhommy 


man  .  .  .  ashamed  of  thee 

blush  .  .  .    to  own  a  star; 

be .  .  .  .  ashamed  of  noon 

hopes  .  .  .  of  heav'n  depend 


Ashamed  of  thee, 
He  siheds  the  ])eams 
'Tis  midnight  with 
No;  when  1  blush. 


— ;  9—9- \ ■  C—9-  \  ^1  r-— r- —  -r—  1  — r----^ — m—i  


whom  angels 
.  oflightdi- 
.  my  soul  till 
.  be  this  my 

-t 


\^  0 


-f: — — 

^-^-0~-0-i-0—0.±—0-^0^—0—\-^-  


JS.^.0 — 0-^-0 — if —  » —  » — m — »—»-- — w — — • — "-TTy— i 

^  ^  i    w       1  X        ^  w  ;       I         i.  ^ 

praise,   .  .  .  Whose  glories  shine   .    .    .     thro' endless  days, 

vine     .  ,  .  O'er  this  benight    -    -    -    -    ed  soul  of  mine, 

he,  .    .  .  .  Bright  Morning  Star,  .    .    .     bids  darkness  flee, 

shame,  .  .  .    Tlaat  I   no  more  revere  his  name. 


— ?  


CHORUS, 


Ashamed  of  Jesus!  never.  No,  nev-  er,  no.  nev-  er;  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  never, 


f 


si 


My  best,  my  dearest  Friend. 


at — ft. 


a:^gz=r=g--r"*-^ 


Copyright,  1802,  by  Jno.  R.  Bweney. 


5  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  yes,  I  may, 
When  I've  no  guilt  to  wash  away; 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave, 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

6  Till  then — nor  is  my  boasting  vain- 
Till  then  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain; 
And  oh,  may  this  my  glory  be, 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me! 


mmu^ins  (Svatt. 
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J,  Newton. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


1.  Amazing  grace!  how  sweet  the  sound!  That  rescued  one  like  me; 

2.  'Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear,  And  grace  m/  fears  relieved; 

3.  Through  many  dangers,  toils,  and  snares,  I  have  al  -  read  -  y  come; 

4.  The  earth  shall  soon  dissolve  like  snow,  The  sun  for-  bear  to   shine ; 


zz. — 


-a- .  - 


I     once  was  lost,  but  now  am  found,  Was  blind,  but  now  I  see. 
How  precious  did  that  grace  ap-  pear,   The  hour    I    first  believed. 
'Twas  grace  that  brought  me  safe  thus  far.  And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 
But  God,  who  called  me  here  be  -  low,  Will    be     for  -  ev  -  er  mine. 


REFRAIN. 

+- 


Wondrous  grace,     full  and  free,       Un- to    all,    .  . 

Wondrous  grace!  full  and  free,  Un  -  to  all, 

-0  * 


to  e-  ven  me; 

to  even  me; 


1  a 

O  blessed  the  Lord,  my  soul,  exalt  his  holy  name,  His  saving  grace  proclaim. 


tzzili — : — ttr-iq^ii;;-Zip__J —  i^jzp  g-_zir_J:,  ^  ^z:t:z:b^.±!: 
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Thos.  Shepherd,  alt. 


■ft* 


Chores  by  T.  C.  O'Kane. 


-« — 


George  N.  Allbw. 

-J  ^- 


.0 — 


1.  Must  Je  -  sus  bear  the  cross  a -lone,     And  all  the  world  go  free? 

2.  How  hap  -  py  are   the  saints  a  -  bove,  Who  once  went  sorrowing  here ! 

3.  Up  -  on   the  crystal  pavement,  down     At  Je  -  sus'  pierced  feet, 

A  1-&  #  1  9-r—  iS"  r  <9  


No,  there's  a  cross  for  ev  -  'ry  one.  And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 
But  now  they  taste  un- mingled  love,  And  joy  without  a  tear. 
Joy-  ful   I'll  cast  my  gold  -  en  crown,   And  his  dear  name  re  -  peat. 


-(2— 


m 


I  ^1 


CHORUS. 

mm 


r 


1     I  * 

O    Je  -  sus,  hear    my  earn  -  est  prayer,  Help  me     the    cross  to 


-0—W- 


1  I 


:=1- 


dai  -  ly    bear,  And  then 


i 


I 

go     home  my  crown    to   wear,  For 


•  S 


j^.  .0. 


0—W 


:t:= 


IT 


s 


^5= 


there's   a  crown  for  me 


Yes,  there's  a    crown  for  me. 


for  me. 


Chorus,  copyrighted,  1893.  by  T.  C.  0'K»ne. 
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E.  O.  E. 


E.  O.  ExcELL.    By  per. 


1           IV      ,  1 

-A    — -i-^  m  l 

1  1 

_H— — J — #|-S-^-^ 
— #-*-t— h- 

 1  - 

1  

1  1^ 

I  have 
I  have 
I  have 
I  have 
I  have 


a  song  I  love  to  sing,  Since  I  have  been  redeemed,  Of  my  Re- 
a  Christ  that  satis -fies.  Since  I  have  been  redeemed,  To  do  his 
a  Witness  bright  and  clear,  Since  I  have  been  redeemed,  Dispelling 

a  joy  I  can't  express,  Since  I  have  been  redeemed.  All  thro'  his 
a  home  prepared  for  me,  Since  I  have  been  redeemed,  Where  I  shall 

n  I 


-W — P- 


:iEi:ji_-p: 


CHORUS. 


r 


-I — ^- 

have  been  re- 


deemer, Saviour  King, Since  I  have  been  redeemed.  Since  I  . 
will  my  highest  prize.  Since  I  have  been  redeemed, 
every  doubt  and  fear.  Since  I  have  been  redeemed, 
blood  and  righteousness.  Since  I  have  been  redeemed, 
dwell  e  -  ter  -  nal-  ly.  Since  I  have  been  redeemed.  Since  I  have  been  redeemed,  since 


1=1: 


p- 


■t — r- 


3lz=-jt 


*3 


\,  \,  y  ]j 


deemed,  Since  I  have  been  redeemed,  I  will  glory  in  his  name,  Since 

I  have  been  redeemed, 


-*-  .9-  -I©- 


:t=z:(=:t==± 


^.      ^  ^ 


i5: 


-I — f- 


V— 1/— t*'- 


— N- 


1^  ^  '      I        L  b     ^  I 

I  .    .    .    .  have  been  redeemed,  I  will  glory  in  the  Saviour's  name. 

I  have  been  redeemed,  since    I  have  been  redeemed. 


i 


0-^ 


ii 


■» — »- 


-» — »- 


V— ^— w^- 


Copyright,  1884,  by  E.  0.  Excell. 
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W.  T.  Dale. 


D.  E.  DORTCH. 


1.  I  have  been  to  Jesus,  he  has  cleansed  my  soul,  I've  been  washed  in  the 

2.  I  am  dai  -  ly  trusting  Je  -  sus  at  my  side,  I've  been  washed  in  the 

3.  I  am  working  in  the  vineyard  of  the  Lord,  I've  been  washed  in  the 

4.  I  am  list'ning now  to  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice,  I've  been  washed  in  the 

t:  t:  t:  f:  ^   ^  t:  It  t: 


blood  of  the  Lamb;  By  the  precious  fountain  I  have  been  made  whol«, 
blood  of  the  Lamb;  I  am  sweet-  ly  rest-  ing  in  the  Cru  -  ci  -  fied, 
blood  of  the  Lamb;  I  am  trust-  ing  in  the  promise  of  his  word, 
blood  of  the  Lamb;  How  his  coming  will  each  faithful  heart  re  -  joice, 

•0-      -9-      -f-     -0-  -tf-      -0-  ^ 


CHORUS. 
V 


I've  been  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.  I've  been  washed,       I' ve  been 

in  the  blood. 


washed,       I*ve  been  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lambf    And  my  robe  is 

in  the  blood,  of  the  Lamb  ; 


-9-^-0- 


-V— — ^-v- 


^1  #  y-o-y-p. 


spotless,  it   is  white  as  snow,  I've  been  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 


^ — 1^- — ^ — ^ 


-F—F- 


eati  a  Most  Jfovtttt  t)'m  fWotDer?  i77 


J.  H.  W. 


Rev.  J.  H.  Weber,    By  per. 


1.  Can  a  boy  forget  his  mother's  prayer,  When  he  has  wandered,  God  knows 

2.  Can  a  boy  forget  his  mother's  face,  Whose  heart  was  kind  and  filled  with 

3.  Can  a  boy  forget  his  mother's  door,  From  which  he  wandered  years  be- 

4.  Can  a  boy  forget  that  she  is  dead,  Though  many  years  have  passed  and 


1^  [same! 
where?  Its  down  the  path  of  death  and  shame,  But  mother's  prayers  are  heard  the 
grace  ?  Her  loving  voice  it  echoes  sweet ;  She  waits,  she  longs  her  boy  to  meet ! 
fore?  With  tears  and  sighs  she  said, "  Good-bye,  Meet  me,  my  boy,  beyond  the  sky ! " 
fled  ?  Those  tears,  that  prayer,  that  sweet "  Good-bye ; " 

She  waits  to  welcome  thee  on  hi^h ! 


1 


CHORUS. 

^  ^ 


— - — ^s— «-r 


1^ 


Come  back,  my  boy,  come  back,  I   say,  And  walk  now  in     thy  mother's 


~l  ^— h  fe-r^-; — N— N  V  Vj-^  k— l^—N  ,  \  ■ 


way !  Come  back,  my  boy,  come  back,  I  say,  And  walk  now  in  thy  mother's  way. 


Oovjil^t.  1889,  by  Bar. 


Unfading  T/'easures-M. 
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A.  M.  TOPLADY. 

i — ^ 


Tune,  CRANSTON. 


T.  C.  O'Kanb. 
3 


1.  Rock  of   A  -  ges,  cleft  for  rae,    Let  me  hide    my  -  self  in  thee; 

2.  Could  my  tears  for  -  ev  -  er  flow,  Conld  my  zeal    no    languor  know; 

3.  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath,  When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 


Let    the  wa  -  ter  and  the  blood.  From  thy  wounded  side  which  flowed, 
Tnese  for  sin  could  not    a  -  tone;  Thou  must  save,  and  thou    a  -  lone; 
When  I    rise    to  worlds  unknown,  And    be-  hold  thee    on    thy  throne. 


1^- 


9i 


Be  of  sin  the  dou-  ble  cure,  Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring.  Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling. 
Rock  of  A    -  ges,  cleft  for    me.    Let  me  hide    my  -  self  in  thee. 


-i9-Z—^— 


 ^ 

rJ  

'  N 

^4- 
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1 
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*— 

Rock  of   A    -     ges,  cleft  for  me,     Let  me  hide  myself     in  thee. 


-ist- 


i 
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Tune,  TOPLADY.  7s. 

J  I  ,  Fine. 


Thos.  Hastings. 

B.C. 


180 


Chas.  Wesley, 


ajesuiai,  aotier  of  Ms  Soul. 


The  first  eight  measures  may  be  sung  Tune,  EDWARD, 
as  a  duet  by  male  or  femalf;  voices,  3 


^ — ^  ^-^H-L   ^J=^ 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  lov  -  er     of   my   soul,     Let  me  to     thy  bos  -  om  fly, 

2.  0th  -  er  ref-uge  have  I     none;  Hangs  my  helpless  soul    on  thee: 

3.  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is    found,  Grace  to  cov  -  er  all    my  sin; 


-3-^- 


^ — r 


I  I 


While  the  near-er  wa- ters    roll,     While  the  tempest  still  is  high. 
Leave,  oh,  leave  me  not    a  -  lone,     Still  sup-  port  and  comfort  me: 
Let    the  heal- ing streams  a- bound;  Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 


I  I 


422. 


Hide  me,  O     my    Sa- viour,  hide,    Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past; 
All   my  trust  on  thee     is  stayed.  All  my  help  from  thee  1  bring; 
Thou  of  life    the  fount- ain    art,     Free- ly    let   me  take  of  thee: 


1 


^3 


.11   ,^  K  I 

— # — 0.^—0—^  n 


I  F— 

Safe    in  -  to    the    ha  -  ven  guide,     O,    receive  my  soul   at  last. 
Cov  -  er    my    de- fence  -  less  head  With  the  shadow   of   thy  wing. 
Spring  thou  up  with  -  in   ^my  heart,  Rise    to  all    e  -  ter  -  ni    -  ty. 


T" 


Copyright,  1893,  bj  T.  C.  O'Kane. 


Tune,  MARTYN.  7s. 


S,  B.  Marsh. 

D.G. 


179 


181 


I.  Watts. 


J  NO.  R.  Smteney. 


1.  Sal-  vatiou!  O  the  joyful  souud!  What  pleasure  to  our  ears!  A  sovereign 

2.  Sal-  vation!  let  the  ech  -  o  fly  The  spacious  earth  around,  While  all  the 

3.  Sal-  vation!  O  thou  bleeding  Lamb!  To  thee  the  praise  belongs:  Salvation 


balm  for  ev'ry  wound,  A  cordial  for  our  fears.  Sal-  va-  tion!  sal-  va  -  tion! 
armies  of  the  sky  Conspire  to  raise  the  sound, 
shall  inspire  our  hearts,  And  dwell  upon  our  tongues. 


Othejoyful sound!  Come,  letussingwithhappy  hearts, TheSaviour  we  have  found. 


Copyright,  1893,  by  Jno.  R.  Sweney 
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T.  C.  O'Kanb. 


1.  A  beau-  ti-  ful  land  by  faith  I  see,  A  land  of  rest,  from  sorrow  free, 

2.  That  beautiful  land,  where  alllslight,Itne'erhasknowntheshadesof  night, 

3.  The  heavenly  throng  arrayed  in  white,  In  rapture  range  the  plains  of  light; 

•  f-  r  r 


#  0- 


The  home  of  the  ransomed  bright  and  fair.  And  beautiful  angels,  too,  are  there. 
The  glo  -  ry  of  God,  the  light  of  day.  Hath  driven  the  darkness  far  a-  way. 
In  harmony  grand  and  pure  they  praise  Their  gloriousSaviour's  matchless  grace. 


1^ 


180 


Will    2fOtt   fiffO    tOltO  ?— CONCLUDED. 


CHORUS.        ^  ^ 


^    ^  ^  s        I  ^'s*. 


Will  you  go  ?  will  you  go  ?  Go  to  that  beautiful  land  with  me  ?  land  with  me 


^  f-  ^  f:      -f-'  _  -f- 
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HORATIUS  BONAR,  D.  D. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 

1  s    ,  ^ 


.-■} 


I  heard  the  voice  of   Je  -  sus  say,  "Come  un- to  me  and  rest, 
Lay  down,  thou  wea-  ry  one,  lay  down  Thy  head  up-  on    my  breast. 
,  I  heard  the  voice  of   Je  -  Sus  say,  ''Behold,    I   free  -  ly    give  \ 
The  liv  -  ing  wa  -  ter,  thirs-  ty  one.  Stoop  down, and  drink  and  live."  \ 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Je  -  sus  say,  "I  am  this  dark  world's  light;  \ 
Look  un  -  to    me,  thy  morn  shall  rise.  And  all  thy  day  be  bright."/ 


•-'-9— it- 


I     came  to    Je  -  sus,  as     I    was,  Wea-  ry,  and  worn  and  sad, 
I     came   co    Je  -  sus,  and    I   drank  Of  that  life  -  giv-  ing  stream, 
I  looked  to    Je  -  sus,  and    I  found  In   him  my  star,  my  sun. 


T  found  in  him  a  rest  -  ing  place.  And  he  has  made  me  glad. 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  revived,  And  now  I  live  in  him. 
And    in  that  light  of  life     I'll  walk  Till  all  my  journey's  done. 


 •  — #-= — # — 1 
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"  They  came  over  to  the  other  side  of  the  sea." — Mark  v 


I.  Baltzbll. 


We're 


-  -K  K  N  ^  1  N-i — ^  — N  ^ —  r 


a  hap  -  py,  pil-  grim  band,  Sail  -  ing  to  the  good  -  ly  laud; 
Tho'  the  tern  -  pest  ra  -  ges  long,  There  is  One  among  the  throng 
Tho'  the  might  -  y  bil-  lows  swell,  They  shall  nev-  er  o-  verwhelm, 
Mid  the  strife  his  praise  will  swell,  For  we've  Je  -  sus  at  the  helm. 


With  a  swelling  sail  we  onward  sweep; 
Who  will  guide  the  sailor  o'er  the  deep 
Tho'  the  breakers  roll  up-  on  the  lea; 
And  he'll  guide  her  safely  o'er  the  sea,. 


)  (  We  are  sail  - 
f  (  We  are  sail  - 


ing  o'er  the 
ing  o'er  the 

We  are  sailing,  sailing,  sailing,  we  are 
We  are  sailing,  sailing,  sailing,  we  are 


sea,            We  are  sail    -    -    ing  o'er  the  sea; 
sea,  Praise  the  Lord,        we'll  soon  be  free. 

sailing  o'er  the  sea,  We  are  sailing,  sailing,  sailing,  we  are  sailing  o'er  the  sea ; 

sailing  o'e-  the  sea.  Praise  the  Lord, we'll  soon  be  free,yes,praise  the    .    .    .  Lord, we'll  soon  be  free 


B;  permisaion 

3  Though  for  many  ages  past 
She  has  braved  the  stormy  blast, 

She's  the  old  ship  Zion  as  of  yore  ; 
Safe  amid  the  rocks  and  shoals 
She  has  landed  many  souls. 

Safe  at  home,  on  Canaan's  happy  shore. 


4  Ho !  ye  sinners,  hear  to-day, 
There  is  danger  in  your  way  ! 

By  the  chart  of  folly  you're  misled  ; 
There  is  danger  underneath, 
And  above  a  storm  of  wrath. 

And  the  rocks  of  destruction  are  ahead 


185 

Mrs.  C.  H.  EsLiNG 


£  VDiu  mtit  ifott  mm. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


1.  Come  un  -  to  me  when  shadows  darkly  gath  -  er.  When  the  sad 

2.  Large  are  the  mansions    in  thy  Father's  dwelling.  Glad  are  the 

3.  There,  like  an     E  -  den    blossom  -  ing  in  gladness,  Bloom  the  fair 


^182'.; 


X  lOUi   aSi^t   ^OU   Mtffi  CONCLUDED. 


-3-- 


i 


A- 


heart    is      wea-  ry  and  distressed;     Seek-  ing  for  com-  fort  from  your 
homes  that    sorrows  nev  -  er    dim;    Sweet  are  the  harps  in      ho  -  ly 
flow'rs  the   earth  too  rude-  ly  pressed;  Come  un  -  to   me,    all      ye  who 

 -t^— r-»     t"  r-^»  ^  ^     -  "H 


1^  1^ 


i 


heav'nly  Fa  -  ther,  Come  un  -  to  me,    and      I  will  give  you  rest, 
mu  -  sic  swelling,    Soft  are  the  tones  which  raise  the  heav'nly  hymn. 

le  un  -  to  me,    and      I  will  give  you  rest. 


droop  in  sad-  ness,  Com 

*  £  f  * 


— 


Copyright,  1890,  by  'f.  C.  O'Kane. 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


— — I — 


&0  to 


1st. 


Jno.  R.  Swenhy. 

Fine.  1 1  ~2d. 


Would'st  thou  find  a  friend  to  love  thee  More  than  human  hearts  can  love, 


One  who  knows  thy  ev'ry  trial  ?  Such  a  friend  thou 


hast  above. 


i  Would'st  thou  find  the  blessed  fountain,  Flowingatthecrossso  free? 

(  Go  to  Jesus;  he  will  guide  thee;  Cleansed  by  him  thy  ....    soul  shall  be. 


2  .- 


0- 


i 


'1^1      \    --^  ■ 

D.  C.  — Hehaspromised  to  receive  thee— Take  thy  Saviour  at  his  word. 
CHORUS. 

I  •         I  .  K       ,  1  I>'C, 


Go,    in  trusting  faith    be  -  lieving,  Cast  thy  burden  on  the  Lord ; 


Copyiight,  1879,  by  Jno.  K.  Sweaty. 

3  Would'st  thou  find  a  friend  to  teach 
thee 

How  thy  soul  by  faith  may  live, 
How  to  reach  those  heights  of  rapture 
Earthly  joy  can  never  give  ? 
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'lb! 

4  Would'st  thou  find  a  friend  to  shield 
thee, 

When  with  clouds  thy  sky  is  dim  ? 
Go  to  Jesus  ;  ask  his  mercy  ; 
Lo,  he  calls  thee,  go  to  him. 
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T.  C.  O'K. 


(Sntffttine  &nt  tig  il^nt* 


T.  C.  O'Kank. 


{  "One  by  one,"  the  bends  are  severed,  Binding  hearts  togeth  -  er  here; 
(  "One  by  one,"  new  ties  are  add-  ed    To  the  land  that  .... 
I  "One  by  one  "  we  cease  our  toil-  ing  For  the  Mas  -  ter  here  be-  low; 


By  the  an  -  gel  bands  attend  -  ed,  To  our  end  -  less 

J  


#  11—^^1  ^ 


knows  no  tear.  Gath'ring  home,  gath'ring  home, "  One  by  one,"  we're  gathering 
rest  we  go. 


Repeat  chorus  pp. 


home ;  Soon  we'll  all  be  gathered  home,  Gathered  "  one  by  one." 


-0-*- 


1^  i 

3  '*One  by  one,'*  we're  gath'ring  yon- 
Out  of  every  clime  and  land;  [der, 

"One  by  one"  we're  crossiniJ-  over, 
To  the  distant  heavenly  strand. 


I 

4  "One  by  one"  the  Saviour  calls  us 
In  his  perfect  bliss  to  share  ; 

May  we  for  the  call  be  ready— 
Oh,  may  none  be  missing  there 
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I.  Watts. 


eome,  finals  Spirit 


J  NO.  R.  SWBNET. 


1.  Come,  Ho-  ly  Spir  -  it,  heavenly  Dove, 

2.  Look  how  we  grov-el  here    be  -  low, 

3.  In  vain  we  tune  our  for  -  raal  songs, 

4.  Father,  and  shall  we  ev  -  er  live 

5.  Come,  Ho-  ly  Spir  -  it,  heavenlv  Dove, 

!    ^  N        ^  _  1 


With  all  thy  quick 'ning 
Fond  of  these  earth-  ly 
In  vain  we  strive  to 
At  this  poor    dy  -  ing 
With  all  thy  quick'ning 

— f— rf-  ' 


powers; 

toys; 

rise; 

rate, 
powers; 


V — i^- 


Cepyright,  1S93,  ty  JuUu  U.  iiweaey. 
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(tOmt,    ?^Olfi   SPit^tt  -CONCLUDED. 


Kin  -  die  a  flame  of  sa  -  cred  love  In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 
Our  souls,  how  heav- i  -  ly  they  go,  To  reach  e-  ter  -  nal  joys. 
Ho  -  san-  nas  languish  on  our  tongues,  And  our  de  -  vo  -  tion  dies. 
Our  love  so  faint,  so    cold    to  thee,  And  thine  to  us    so  great. 

Saviour's  love,  And  that  shall  kin-  die  ours. 

^  I 


m 


CHORUS. 


U- 


SI 


Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Come,  heav'nly  Dove,  We  wait  thy  blessing,  Fill  us  with  love. 


189  «  mm  tftat    fiaa  ^mx  Stnnetr. 


F.  L.  Cornish. 


Tune,  WANAMAKER.    C.  M. 


Jno.  R.  Swenby. 


I     wish  that  I    had  never  sinned,  But  since  that  cannot  be, 
I     feel  the  shame,  I  know  the  guilt,  My  soul  cries  out  in  pain; 
The  sad-  dest  hour  my  life  has  known  Is  that  wherein  I  strayed 
But  pen  -  i  -  tent  to-day   I  come,  Almight  -  y  God,  to  thee; 
Speak  to    my  soul  in  thine  own  way,  Re-  lieve  its  weight  ctf  care, 


I'll    lay  my  guilt- y    bur -den  on    The  Lamb  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
Dear  Je  -  sus,  pur  -  i  -  fy    me  now,  And  make  me  whole  a  -  gain. 

A  -  way  from  God's  di- vine  command,  And  pen  -  i  -  tence  de-  layed. 
For    Je  -  sus'  sake  incline  thine  ear,  Ac  -  cept  my  hum-  ble  plea. 
Teach  me    to    go  and  sin  no  more.  That  I    thy  peace  may  share. 


I  I 


Copyright,  1892,  by  Jno.  K.  sweue;. 
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Lizzie  Edwards. 


Jno.  R,  Sweney. 


— l*-^-T-i- 


5= 


1.  Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  what  joy  is  mine!  What  perfect  peace  thro'  grace  divine! 

2.  Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  he  dwells  with  me,  The  voice  I  hear,  the  hand  I  see 

3.  Oh,  bless  the  Lord  for  what  I  know  Of  heavenly  bliss  while  here  below! 

4.  Oh,  bless  the  Lord  'twill  not  be  long  Till  I  shall  join  the  holy  throng, 


PS 


 St  


Fine. 


^^^^^ 


And  now  to  realms  of  endless  day,  Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  I'm  on  the  way. 
Renew  my  strength  from  day  to  day  While  home  to  him  I'm  on  the  way. 
My  trusting  heart  thro'  faith  can  say.  To  mansions  bright  I'm  on  the  way. 
And  shout  and  sing  thro'  endless  day,  Where  ev-  'ry  tear  is  wiped  a  -  way. 


^  t'  ^ 


1 


D.S. — crown  to  wear  in  end  -  less  day.  Oh,  bless  the  Lord,  I'm  on  the  way. 


CHORUS.  Ti  Q 


I'm  on  the  way,  I'm  on  the  way,  In  vain  the  world  would  bid  me  stay :  A 


Copyright,  1890,  by  Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


191        ffowm  mi  m 

Geo.  W.  Collins.  Wm.  J.  Kikkpatrick. 


=S=J: 


1.  I  have  heard  my  Saviour  calling,   I  have  heard  my  Saviour  calling, 

2.  Tho'  he  leads  me  thro'  the  valley,  Tho'  he  leads  me  thro'  the  valley, 

3.  Tho'  he  leads  me  thro'  the  garden,  Tho'  he  leads  me  thro'  the  garden, 


Copyright.  1891,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatriok.  ^       \  '  I 

Cho. — Where  he  leads  me  I   will  follow,  Where  he  leads  me  I  will  follow, 
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iFOUOtD  aU   ttft  a®ag.— CONCLUDED. 


-sr. 


I  have  heard  my  Saviour  calling,  "Take  thy  cross  and  follow,  follow  me." 
Tho'  he  leads  me  thro'  the  valley,  I'll  go  with  him,  with  him  all  the  way. 
The'  he  leads  me  thro'  the  garden,  I'll  go  with  him,  with  him  all  the  way. 


Where  he  leads  me  I  will  follow. 


1]:  Tho'  the  path  be  dark  and  dreary,  :|| 
I'll  go  with  him,  with  him  all  the 
way. 

||:  Tho'  he  leads  me  to  the  conflict,  :|| 
I'll  go  with  him,  with  him  all  the  way. 

||:  Tho'  he  leads  through  fiery  trials,  || 
I'll  go  with  him,  with  him  all  the  way. 


r  y 

I'll  go  with  him,  with  him  all  the  way. 
7 


1]:  I  will  follow  on  to  know  bim,  :|| 
He's  my  Saviour,  Saviour,  Brother, 
Friend. 

||:  He  will  give  me  grace  and  glory,  :|| 
He  will  keep  me,  keep  me  all  the  way. 

||:  O  'tis  sweet  to  follow  Jesus,  :|| 
And  bewithhim,  with  him  all  the  way. 
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©lie  (^oliien  i^eg. 


Prayer  is  the  hey  to  unlock  the  door,  and  the  bolt  to  shut  in  the  night  " 

J  NO.  R.  SWENEY. 

-i  A- ^n-^  r-.  r-r— 1  N- 


■t&r 


1.  Prayer  is  the  key  For  the  bending  knee  To  open  the  morn's  first  hours , 

2.  Not  a  soul  so  sad.  Nor  a  heart  so  glad,  When  cometh  the  shades  of  night, 

3.  Take  the  golden  key  In  your  hand  and  see.  As  the  night  tide  drifts  away, 


MPS 


msm 


I 

See  the  incense  rise  To  the  starry  skies,  Like  perfume  from  the  flow'rs. 
But  the  daybreak  song  Will  the  joy  prolong,  And  some  darkness  turn  to  light. 
How  its  blessed  hold  Is  a  crown  of  gold,  Thro'  the  weary  hours  of  day. 


Copyright,  1875,  by  John  J.  Hood. 

4  When  the  shadows  fall, 
And  the  vesper  call 

Is  sobbing  its  low  refrain, 
'Tis  a  garland  sweet 
To  the  toil-dent  feet. 

And  an  antidote  for  pain. 


5  Soon  the  year's  dark  door 
Shall  be  shut  no  more : 

Life's  tears  shall  be  wiped  away, 
As  the  pearl  gates  swing, 
And  the  gold  harps  ring, 

And  the  sun  unsheathes  for  aye. 
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193 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


By  per. 


1.  Pass  me  not,   O  gen  -  tie  iSav  -  iour,  Hear  my  humble    cry ; 

2.  Let    me   at   a  throne  of  mer  -  cy    Find    a  sweet  re  -  lief; 

3.  Trusting   on  -  ly  in    thy  mer  -  it,  Would   I  seek  thy  face ; 

4.  Thou  the  spring  of  all   my  com  -  fort,  More  than  life    to    me ; 


4=P 


•8:, 


Mne. 


~N — "s^ — ^  r~r — 


-St 


While  on  oth  -  ers  thou  art  call  -  ing,     Do    not  pass  me  by. 
Kneel- ing  there  in  deep  con- tri  -  tion,   Help  my  un  -  be  lief. 
Heal  my  wounded,  broken  spir  -  it,     Save  me  by    thy  grace. 
Whom  have  I     on  earth  be-  side   thee  ?  Whom  in  heaven  but  thee  ? 


Coprnght,  im,  b;  W.  U.  Doans. 


194    Somettmr^  n  3Liaf)t  ^uvptimfi. 


William  Cowper 

I- 


Tune,  ENDSLEIGH. 


S.  Salvatori. 

Fine. 


M  f  Sometimes  a  light  sur  -  pris  -  es 
'  \    It     is  the  Lord  who  ris  -  es 


— ti: 


 -^—^—9~m 

The  Christian  while  he  sings  ;  \ 
With  healing  ou  his  wings  ;  j 


D.  C.—A.    sea-  son  of  clear  shin-  ing, 
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r- 

To  cheer  it    aft  -  er  rain. 


Sbotnetftnrjs  a  fLt&l^t,  etc.— concluded. 


D.G. 

m 


When  comforts  are  de  -  clin  -  ing, 

±  4L 


He  grants  the  soul  a  -  gain 


It  can  bring  with  it  nothing 

But  he  will  bear  us  through  ; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing, 

Will  clothe  his  people  too  : 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens 

No  creature  but  is  fed  ; 
And  he  who  feeds  tlie  ravens 

Will  give  his  children  bread. 


2  In  holy  contemplation, 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new  : 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow, 

We  cheertully  cau  say. 
Let  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may. 


195 


Chas.  Wesley. 


C.  M. 


1.  Fath  -  er,   I  stretch  my  hands  to   thee ;  No 

2.  What  did  thine  on  -  ly    Son  en  -  dure,  Be  • 


oth- er  help  I  know: 
fore  I  drew  ray  breath  I 


,  ^- 

•  1 

9  <y  

^  P^izipL  t=— r-: 

zr_:t=:^ 

■111 

i         '  i 

Cho. — I      do  be-lieve,    I    now  be- lieve,  That   Je- sus  died   for  me 


If  thou  withdraw  thy  -  self  from  me,  Ah  !  whither  shall  I 
What  pain,  what  la  -  bor,     to   se-  cure    My  soul  from  endless 


=:p: 


-,22. 

=1= 


go? 
death ! 


1111  T   I     I  r-- 

And  thro'  his  blood,  his  precious  blood,  I  shall  from  sin  be 


free. 


3  O  Jesus,  could  I  this  believe, 
I  now  should  feel  thy  power; 

And  all  my  wants  thou  wouldst  relieve, 
In  this  accepted  hour. 

4  Author  of  faith !  to  thee  I  lift 
My  weary,  longing  eyes : 

Oh,  let  me  now  receive  that  gift  • 
My  soul  without  it  dies. 


5  Surely  thou  canst  not  let  me  die  ; 
Oh,  speak,  and  I  shall  live ; 

And  here  I  will  unwearied  lie, 
Till  thou  thy  Spirit  give. 

6  How  would  my  fainting  soul  rejoice 
Could  I  but  see  thy  face ! 

Now  let  me  hear  thy  quickening  voice, 
And  taste  thy  pardoning  grace. 
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196         3)r0U0,  «  eome  to  Et>tt, 

Fanny  J.  Crosby.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpaikick. 


1.  Je  -  sus,  I 

2.  Je  -  sus,  I 

3.  Now  let  the 

4.  Swiftly  the 


come  to  thee,     Longing    for  rest; 

come  to  thee,    Hear  thou  my  cry ; 

roll-  ing  waves  Bend  to  thy  will, 

part-  ing  clouds  Fade  from  my  sight; 


Fold  thou  thy 
Save,  or  I 
Say    to  the 
Yon-  der  thy 

E  *  =- 


I 

CHORUS. 


ii 


wea  -  ry  child  Safe    to     thy  breast.  Eocked  on 

per  -  ish,  Lord,  Save,  or       I  die. 

troubled  deep,  Peace,  peace,  be  still, 

bow    ap-  pears.  Love  -  ly     and  bright. 


storm-  y  sea, 


N — ^- 


-Wi  W  STT 

ly    to  thee. 


*■ 

v — S  

i->-r- 

1           !  1 
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Nearer,  My  God !  to  Thee. 


1  Nearer,  my  God !  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee  I 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me ! 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God  !  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

2  Though  like  the  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone, 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God  !  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 

3  There  let  the  way  appear, 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  thou  sendest  me, 
In  mercy  given ; 


Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God  !  to  ihee, 
Nearer  to  thee ! 

4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 
Bright  with  thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise; 
So  hy  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God  !  to  thee, 
Nearer  to  thee ! 


5  Or  if,  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God  !  to  thee, 

Nearer  to  thee ! 
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198 

Wm.  p.  Mackay. 

I 


•  J.  J.  Husband. 


1.  We  praise  thee,0  God!  for  the  Son  of  thy  love, 


f.f  f 

-(2. 

4 

4^ 

luj  ah !  thine  the  glory ;  Halle  -  luj  ah !  a-  men 


Eevive  us  a- gain. 
I 


t 

2  We  praise  thee,  O  God !  for  thy  Spirit  of  light, 

Who  has  shown  us  our  SaAdour  and  scattered  our  night. 

3  All  glory  and  i)raise  to  the  Lamb  that  was  slain, 

Who  has  borne  all  our  sins,  and  has  cleansed  every  stain. 

4  All  glory  and  praise  to  the  God  of  all  grace, 

Who  has  bought  us,  and  sought  us,  and  guided  our  ways. 
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M.  M.  Wells.  By  per. 


^-4-4— 4 


f 

I.  Ho  -  I'y 


 ^— 

Spir-  it,    faith  -  tul  guide,    l!.v  -  er   near  the  Christian's  side ; ") 

Gen-tly     lead  us    by      the  hand,     Pil  grims  in  a     des  -  ert  land ;  f 

D.C.    Whisp' ring  soft- ly,    wan-d'rer,  come  !  Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home. 


Wea  -  ry  souls  for    e'er    re  -  joice,  While  they  hear  that  sweet-  est  voice, 


i 


m 


_  — h 

Ever  present,  truest  Friend, 
Ever  near  thine  aid  to  lend, 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear. 
Groping  on  in  darkness  drear. 
When  the  storms  are  raging  sore, 
Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give  o'er, 
Whispering  softly,  wanderer,  come  I 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home. 


When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cease, 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  release. 
Nothing  left  but  heaven  and  prayer, 
Wond'ring  if  our  names  were  there; 
Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood. 
Pleading  nought  but  Jesus'  blood ; 
Whispering  softly,  wanderer,  come  ! 
Follow  me,  I'll  guide  thee  home  I 
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200 


Charles  Wesley. 
Cho.  by  H.  L.  G. 


Come,  for  all  things  are  ready," 
Luke  xiv ;  i6. 


H.  L.  GiLMOtnt.   By  per. 


1.  Come,  sinners,  to  the  gos-  pel  feast ;  It  is  for  you,   it  is  for  me ; 

2.  Ye  need  not  one  be    left  behind,     It  is  for  you,  it  is  fjr  me; 

t:   f:   It      t:  *  ^   ^  ± 


Let  ev-  'ry  soul  be  Je-  sus'  guest ;  It  is  for  you,  it  is  for  me. 
For  God  hath  bidden  all  mankind.   It    is  for  you,  it   is  for  me. 

p — # —  ^    "   *         -  - 


D.8. — O  wea-  ry  wand'rer,  come  and  see,    It   is  for  you,  it   is  for  me. 

CHORUS.  .     ^  J),s, 


Sal-  ration  full,  sal  -  ration  free,  The  price  was  paid  on  Cal-  va-  ry ; 

.  .  ^  ,       t:      ^  '  t:  It 


Copyright.  1889.  by  H.  t.  Oilmour. 

3  Sent  by  ray  Lord,  on  you  I  call ; 
The  invitation  is  to  all : 

4  Come,all  the  world!  come,sinner  thou! 
All  things  in  Christ  are  ready  now. 

5  Come,  all  ye  souls  by  sin  oppressed, 
Ye  restless  wanderers  after  rest ; 

6  Ye  poor,  and  maimed,and  halt,and  blind 
In  Christ  a  hearty  welcome  find. 


m 


t 

7  My  message  as  from  God  receive; 
Ye  all  may  come  to  Christ  and  live: 

8  O  let  this  love  your  hearts  constrain, 
Nor  suffer  him  to  die  in  vain. 

9  See  him  set  forth  before  your  eyes, 
That  precious,  bleeding  sacrifice : 

10  His  offered  benefits  embrace, 

And  freely  now  be  saved  by  grace. 
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Medley. 


Tune,  LOVING-KINDNESS.    L.  M. 


4— 
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 1— 1- 

1.  Awake,  my  soul  to    joyful  lays,  And  sing  thy  great  Redeemer's  praise; 

2.  He  saw  me  ru  -  ined  in  the  fall,  Yet  loved  me  not-  withstanding  all ; 


JL  ^  ^ 
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He  just-  ly  claims  a  song  from  Bie,  His 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  e- state,  His 


i 


lov  -  ing-kind-  ness,  oh,  how  free ! 
lov  -  ing-kind-  ness,  oh,  how  great ! 


is 
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-  ing-kindness,  His  lov  -  ing-kind- 

-  ing-kindness.  His  lov  -  ing-kind- 


,  oh,  how  free! 
,  oh,  how  great! 


i 


3  Though  numerous  hosts  of  mighty  foes, 
Though  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose, 
He  safely  leads  my  soul  along, 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  strong ! 


4  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud. 
Has  gathered  thick,  and  thundered  loud. 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood, 
His  loving-kindness,  oh,  how  goodl 
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Ray  Palmer. 


1  My  faith  looks  up  to  thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine ! 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away ; 
Oh,  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  thine ! 

2  May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire ! 

Unfa  diner  Treasures-^ 


As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh,  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm,  amd  changeless  be — 
A  living  fire! 

3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  thou  my  guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 

4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, 
Blest  Saviour !  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove ; 
Oh,  bear  me  safe  above — 

A  ransomed  soul ! 
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Samuel  F.  Smith . 


Tune,  WEBB.  7,6. 

Fine. 


D.S.  1 


See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above ; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 


The  morning  light  is  breaking; 
The  darkness  disappears ; 
The  sons  of  earth  are  waking 

To  penitential  tears ; 
Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the  ocean 

Brings  tidings  from  afar, 
Of  nations  in  commotion, 
Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 

Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thine  onward  way ; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay : 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home: 
Stay  not  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  "The  Lord  is  come 


204     Geo.  Duffield,  Jr.      Stand  up,  Stand  up  for  Jesus. 


1  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross ; 
Lift  high  his  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss ; 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  he  lead 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  trumpet  call  obey ; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 
In  this  his  glorious  day : 
"  Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  him," 
Against  unnumbered  foes : 
Your  courage  rise  with  danger, 
And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 


Tune  above. 

3  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Stand  in  his  strength  alone ; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you  ; 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own: 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer  5 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

4  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 

This  day  the  noise  of  battle. 
The  next  the  victor's  song: 

To  him  that  overcometh, 
A  crown  of  life  shall  be ; 

He  with  the  King  of  glory- 
Shall  reign  eternally. 
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Work,  for  the  Night  is  Coming. 


WOEK,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  through  the  morning  hours; 
Work,  while  the  dew  is  sparkling. 

Work  'mid  springing  flowers; 
Work,  when  the  days  grow  brighter, 

Work  in  the  glowing  sun  ; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 

When  man's  work  is  done. 

2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 
Work  through  the  sunny  noon  ; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor, 
Kest  comes  sure  and  soon, 


Give  every  flying  minute 
Something  to  keep  in  store : 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 
When  man  works  no  more. 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 

Under  the  sunset  skies; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing,' 

AVork,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more ; 
Work  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 
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206         eome,  lat^consolate. 

Thomas  Mookb,  alt.,  and  Thos.  Hastings. 


Samuel  Webbb. 


1. Come,y  edisconsolate,where'er  ye  languish ;  Come  to  the  mercy-seat,ler vently  kneel ; 


Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  anguish 


,  Earth  has  no  sorrowthat  heaven  cannot  heaL 


t— r 

3  Here  see  the  bread  of  life ;  see  waters 
flowing 

Forth  from  the  throne  of  God,  pure 
from  above ;  [knowing 
Come  to  the  feast  of  love ;  come,  ever 
Earth  has  no  sorrow  but  heaven  can 
[remove. 

W.  H.  DOANH. 


2  Joy  of  the  desolate,  light  of  the  stray- 
ing, 

Hope  of  the  penitent,fadeless  and  pure, 
Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderly  say- 

Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  can- 
not cure." 
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_      I       1st.  T      2d.  I 


1.  Come,  with  all  thy  sor  -  row,  Wea-  ry,  wandering  soul ; 
Come  to  him  who  loves  thee,  He  will  make   -   -  - 

f"  1^*  •—Tj-T^ — — 1« — #      — .T-# 
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I 

thee  whole. 


} 


CHORUS. 


2nd. 


Pi 


There  is  rest  in  Je  -  sus,  Sweet,  sweet  rest. 
There    is  rest    in     Je  -  sus,  ------ 


rit. 


Sweet,  sweet  rest. 


32: 


2  He  thy  strength  in  weakness, 

Will  thy  refuge  be ; 
Cast  on  him  thy  burden, 
He  will  care  for  thee. 

3  Come,  in  faith  believing, 

To  his  will  resigned ; 

UMd  by  per.  of  W.  H.  Doane,  ovnn  of  C<  pjright. 


195 


Ask,  and  he  will  give  thee ; 

Seek,  and  thou  shalt  find. 
4  See  the  door  of  Mercy, 

Wouldst  thou  enter  there  ? 
Knock,  and  he  will  open ; 

Lo !  the  key  is  prayer. 
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H.  BONAR. 


Tune,  MISSIONARY  CHANT.    L.  M. 

-I  1 


i 
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I  I  I 


I.  Go,  la-  bor  on;  spend  and  be  spent, Thy  joy  to  do  the 


HE3  £3 


Fa-  ther's  will ; 


It  is  tne  way  the  Master  went ; 


i     I  I 

Should  not  the  servant  tread  it  still? 


5?: 


-•  •- 
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I  I  I  ^— ^  : 

2  Go,  labor  on;  'tis  not  for  naught; 
Thine  earthly  loss  is  heavenly  gain ; 

Men  heed  thee,  love  thee,  praise  thee  not ; 
The  Master  praises, — what  are  men? 

3  Go,  labor  on;  your  hands  are  weak; 
Your  knees  are  faint,  your  soul  cast 

down ; 

Yet  falter  not ;  the  prize  you  seek 
Is  near, — a  kingdom  and  a  crown ! 


4  Toil  on,  faint  not;  keep  watch,  and  pray  I 
Be  wise  the  erring  soul  to  win; 

Go  forth  into  the  world's  highway; 
Compel  the  wanderer  to  come  in. 

5  Toil  on,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice ; 
For  toil  comes  rest,  for  exile  home,- 

Soon  shalt  thou  hear  the  Bridegroom's 
voice. 

The  midnight  peal,  "  Behold,  I  come  I** 
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P.  Doddridge. 


^toalte,  ms  soul. 


Tune, 
CHRISTMAS.  CM. 


J  1  ]- 


I    I  I 


i 


I  ^  I 

I.  A-  wake,  my  soul,  stretch  ev'ry  nerve,  And  press  with  vigor 

I  I         J  I 


m 


m 


,  1 
-  -r^ 

heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal,  And  an  immortal  crown.  And  an  immortal  crown. 


Hit 


i — r- 


A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 

And  onward  urge  thy  way. 
'Tis  God's  all-animating  voice 

That  calls  thee  from  on  high; 
'Tis  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 

To  thine  aspiring  eye  :— 
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Tbat  prize,  with  peerless  glories  bright, 

Which  shall  new  luster  boast, 
When  victors'  wreaths  and  monarchs' 

Shall  blend  in  common  dust,  [gems 
Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  thee, 

Have  I  my  race  begun ; 
And.  crowned  with  victory,  at  thy  feet 

I'll  lay  ray  honors  down. 


1^  "  <^  ipzy-g-rp 
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210  Blest  be  the  Tie  that  Binds. 

1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 

Our  hearts  in  Christian  love; 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers ; 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain; 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

211  How  Gentle  God's  Commands ! 

1  How  gentle  God's  commands  ! 

How  kind  his  precepts  are ! 
Come,  cast  your  burdens  on  the  Lord, 
And  trust  his  constant  care. 

2  His  bounty  will  provide. 

His  saints  securely  dwell ; 
That  hand  which  bears  creation  up, 
Shall  guard  his  children  well. 

3  Why  should  this  anxious  load 

Press  down  your  weary  mind? 
Oh,  seek  your  heavenly  Father's  throne, 
And  peace  and  comfort  find  I 

4  His  goodness  stands  approved, 

Unchanged  from  day  lo  day; 
I'll  drop  my  burden  at  his  feet, 
And  bear  a  song  away. 


212   Sow  in  the  Morn  thy  Seed. 

Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed ; 

At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand  ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed, 

Broadcast  it  o'er  the  land. 

2  Thou  know'st  not  which  shall  thrive, 

The  late  or  early  sown  ; 
Grace  keeps  the  precious  germ  alive, 
When  and  wherever  strown. 

3  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain ; 

Cold,  heat,  and  moist,  and  dry, 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 

4  Then,  when  the  glorious  end, 

The  day  of  God,  shall  come, 
The  angel  reapers  shall  descend, 
And  heaven  shout, "  Harvest  home! " 


213    Did  Christ  o'er  Sinners  weep. 

1  Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep, 

And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry? 
Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey  ; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod. 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

3  'Tis  God's  all-animating  voice 

That  calls  thee  from  on  high ; 
'Tis  his  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye 


214  While  Life  Prolongs. 

1  While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light, 

Mercy  is  found,  and  peace  is  given. 
But  soon,  ah  !  soon,  approaching  night 
Shall  blot  out  every  hooe  of  heaven. 

2  While  God  invites,  how  blest  the  day. 

How  sweet  the  Gospel's  charming 
sound  ; 

Come,  sinners,  haste,  oh,  haste  away. 
While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  found. 

3  Soon,  borne  on  time's  most  rapid  wing. 

Shall  death  command  you  to  the 
grave  : 

Before  his  bar  your  spirits  bring. 
And  none  be  found  to  hear  or  save, 

4  In  that  lone  land  of  deep  despair, 

No  Sabbath's  heavenly  light  shall 
rise — 

No  God  regard  your  bitter  prayer, 
No  Saviour  call  you  to  the  skies. 

215  Just  as  I  am. 

1  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea. 

But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  thou  bids't  me  come  to  thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 

To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot,  [spot. 
To  thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  !  I  come ! 

3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  within  and  fears  without, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  !  I  come! 

4  Just  as  I  am— poor,  wretched,  blind; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  thee  to  find, 

()  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come ! 

5  Just  as  I  am— thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve. 
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Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come  1 

6  Just  as  I  am — thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down ; 
Now,  to  be  thine,  yea,  thine  alone, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come !  I  come! 

216  Come,  Holy  Spirit. 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  calm  my  mind. 
And  fit  me  to  approach  my  God  ; 

Remove  each  vain,  each  worldly  thought, 
And  lead  me  to  thy  blest  abode. 

2  Hast  thou  imparted  to  my  soul 
A  living  spark  of  holy  fire? 

Oh  !  kindle  now  the  sacred  flame. 
Make  me  to  burn  with  pure  desire. 

3  A  brighter  faith  and  hope  impart, 
And  let  me  now  my  Saviour  see  ; 

Oh  !  soothe  and  cheer  my  burdened  heart, 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest  in  thee. 

217  When  I  Survey. 

1  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross, 

On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it.  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 

Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood. 

3  See,  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  ; 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet. 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown? 

4  His  dying  crimson,  like  a  robe. 

Spreads  o'er  his  body  on  the  tree 
Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  globe. 
And  all  the  globe  is  dead  to  me 

5  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 

That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine. 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 


Lowell  Mason. 
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218  Of  Him  Who  Did  Salvation  Bring. 

1  Of  him  who  did  salvation  bring, 
I  could  forever  think  and  sing ; 
Arise,  ye  needy, — he'll  relieve ; 
prise,  ye  guilty, — he'll  forgive. 

2  Ask  but  his  grace,  and  lo,  'tis  given ; 
Ask,  and  he  turns  your  hell  to  heaven ; 
Though  sin  and  sorrow  wound  my  soul, 
Jesus,  thy  balm  will  make  it  whole. 

3  To  shame  our  sins  he  blushed  in  blood ; 
He  closed  his  eyes  to  show  us  God : 
Let  all  the  world  fall  down  and  know 
That  none  but  God  such  love  can  show. 

4  *Tis  thee  I  love,  for  thee  alone 

I  shed  my  tears  and  make  my  moan ; 
Where'er  I  am.  where'er  I  move, 
I  meet  the  object  of  my  love. 

5  Insatiate  to  this  spring  I  fly; 

I  drink,  and  yet  am  ever  dry  : 

Ah !  who  against  thy  charms  is  proof? 

Ah !  who  that  loves,  can  love  enough  ? 

So  Let  Our  Lips  and  Lives  Express. 

1  So  let  our  lips  and  lives  express 
The  holy  gospel  we  profess ; 

So  let  our  works  and  virtues  shine 
To  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine. 

2  Thus  shall  we  best  proclaim  abroad 
The  honors  of  our  Saviour  God, 
When  his  salvation  reigns  within. 
And  grace  subdues  the  power  of  sin. 

3  Religion  bears  our  spirits  up. 
While  we  expect  that  blessed  hope. 
The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord, 
And  faith  stands  leaning  on  his  word. 
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220  Another  Six  Day's  Work  is  Done. 

1  Another  six  days'  work  is  done, 
Another  sabbath  is  begun ; 
Return,  my  soul,  enjoy  thy  rest, 
Improve  the  day  thy  God  hath  blest 

2  Oh  that  our  thoughts  and  thanks  may 
As  grateful  incense  to  the  skies,  [rise 
And  draw  from  heaven  thatsweet  repose, 
Which  none  but  he  that  feels  it  knows. 

3  This  heavenly  calm  within  the  breast 
Is  the  dear  pledge  of  glorious  rest. 
Which  for  the  church  of  God  remains, 
The  end  of  cares,  the  end  of  pains. 

4  In  holy  duties  let  the  day, 

In  holy  pleasures  pass  away ; 

How  sweet  a  Sabbath  thus  to  spend, 

In  hope  of  one  that  ne'er  shall  end  I 

221  Thine  Earthly  Sabbaths, 

1  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love, 
But  there's  a  nobler  rest  above  ; 

To  that  our  longing  souls  aspire, 
With  ardent  love  and  strong  desire. 

2  In  thy  blest  kingdom  we  shall  be 
From  every  mortal  trouble  free  ; 

No  groans  shall  mingle  with  the  songs 
Which  warble  from  immortal  tongues. 

3  Oh,  long  expected  day,  begin. 
Dawn  on  this  world  of  woe  and  sin; 
Fain  would  we  leave  this  weary  road. 
And  sleep  in  death,  and  rest  in  God. 

222  Doxology. 

To  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  three  in  one. 
Be  honor,  praise  and  glory  given, 
By  all  on  earth  and  all  in  heaven. 
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Chas.  Weslbt. 
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Tune,  PENITENCE. 


W.  H.  Oaklby. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,     let  thy  pity  -  ing    eye    Callback     a   wand'ring  sheep ; 

2.  Sav  -  iour,  Prince,  enthroned  a  -  bove,   Re  -  pentance    to     im  -  part, 

3.  For  thine   own  com-  passion's  sake  The  gracious  won  -  der  show ; 


sake  The 
m  »— 


Fine. 

J- 


m 
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False  to     thee,  like  Pet  -  er,  I  Would  fain    like   Pet  -  er  weep. 

Give  me,  through  thy  dy  -  ing  love,  The  hum  -  ble,  con  -  trite  heart: 

Cast  my     sins  be  -  hind    thy  back,  And  wash   me  white   as  snow. 

 .  m  m  ^*  


D.  S. — Turn  and   look  up 


on     me,  Lord,  And  break  my  heart    of  stone. 

B.S.  Befrain. 
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Let  me  be  by  grace  restored,  On  me 
Give  what  I  have  long  implored,  A  por 
Speak   the  rec  -  on  -  cil  -  ing  word,  And  let 


be  all  long  suf?'ring  shown 
tion  of  thy  grief  unknown  ; 
thy  mer  -  cy  melt   me  down, 
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Vain,  delusive  world,  adieu. 

With  all  of  creature  good; 
Only  Jesus  I  pursue, 

Who  bought  me  with  his  blood. 
All  thy  pleasures  I  forego, 

I  trample  on  thy  wealth  and  pride ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus  crucified. 

Other  knowledge  I  disdain  : 

'Tis  all  but  vanity  ; 
Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God,  was  slain, — 

He  tasted  death  for  me ; 
Me  to  save  from  endless  woe 

The  sin-atoning  Victim  died; 
Only  Jesus,  etc. 

Here  will  1  set  up  my  rest; 

My  fluctuating  heart 
From  the  haven  of  his  breast 


Vain,  Delusive  World. 

Shall  never  more  depart  : 
Whither  should  a  sinner  go? 

His  wounds  for  me  stand  open  wide ; 
Only  Jesus,  etc. 

Him  to  know  is  life  and  peace, 

And  pleasure  without  end ; 
This  is  all  my  happiness, 

On  Jesus  to  depend  : 
Daily  in  his  grace  to  grow, 

And  ever  in  his  faith  abide: 
Only  Jesus,  etc. 

Oh.  that  r could  all  invite 

This  saving  truth  to  prove ; 
Show  the  length,  the  breadth,  the  height 

And  depth  of  Jesus'  love ! 
Fain  I  would  to  sinners  show 

The  blood  by  faith  alone  applied : 
Only  Jesus,  etc.  Chas  Wbslbv, 
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Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason. 


225  0  1*0 Divine. 

1  O  LOVE  divine,  how  sweet  thou  art ! 
When  shall  I  find  my  willing  heart 

All  taken  up  by  thee? 
I  thirst,  I  faint,  I  die  to  prove 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  love, 

The  love  of  Christ  to  me. 

2  Stronger  his  love  than  death  or  hell ; 
Its  riches  are  unsearchable  ; 

The  first-born  sons  of  light 
Desire  in  vain  its  depths  to  see ; 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery, 

The  length,  the  breadth,  the  height. 

3  God  only  knows  the  love  of  God ; 
O  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor  stony  heart ! 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine; 
This  only  portion,  Lord,  be  mine; 

Be  mine  this  better  part. 

4  O  that  I  could  forever  sit 
With  Mary  at  the  Master's  feet ! 

Be  this  my  happy  choice  ; 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss, 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this, 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice. 

5  O  that  I  could,  with  favored  John, 
Recline  my  weary  head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemer's  breast ! 


From  care,  and  sin,  and  sorrow  free, 
Give  me,  O  Lord,  to  find  in  thee 
My  everlasting  rest. 

226        0  could  I  Speak. 

1  O  COULD  I  speak  the  matchless  worth, 

0  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth, 
Which  in  my  Saviour  shine, 

I'd  soar  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings 
In  notes  almost  divine. 

2  I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  he  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin,  and  wrath  divine; 
I'd  sing  his  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all-perfect,  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 

3  I'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  he  wearSp 

Exalted  on  his  throne ; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  piaise, 

1  would  to  everlasting  days 
Make  all  his  glories  known. 

4  Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me 

And  I  shall  see  his  face ;  [home, 
Then  with  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend 
A  blest  eternity  I'll  spend, 

Triumphant  in  his  grace. 


201 


227 

C.  Wbslby. 


Tune,  CORONATION.  C. 
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1.  Je  -  sus!  the  name  high  o  -  ver    all,     In     hell,  or  earth,  or  sky; 

2.  Je  -  sus!  the  name  to    sin-  ners  dear,  The  name  to     sin-ners  given; 
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fear 


An  -  gels 
It   scat  - 


and  men  be  -  fore  it     fall,  And  dev  -  lis 
ters  all  their  guilt- y    fear;    It  turns  their  hell 


and  fly. 
to  heaven. 
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An-  gels  and  men  be  -  fore  it  fall,  And  dev  -  ils  fear 
It   scat-ters  all  their  guilt- y  fear;  It   turns  their  hejj^ 
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and  fly. 
to  heaven. 
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3  Jesus  the  prisoner's  fetters  breaks, 

And  bruises  Satan's  head  ; 
Powder  into  strengthless  souls  he  speaks, 
And  life  into  the  dead. 

4  O  that  the  world  might  taste  and  see 

The  riches  of  his  grace  ! 
The  arms  of  love  that  compass  me 
Would  all  mankind  embrace. 


5  His  only  righteousness  I  show 

His  saving  truth  proclaim  : 
'Tis  all  my  business  here  below, 
To  cry,  "  Behold  the  Lamb 

6  Happy,  if  with  my  latest  breath 

I  may  but  gasp  his  name ; 
Preach  him  to  all,  and  cry  in  death, 
"  Behold,  behold  the  Lamb  !" 


228 

1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name  ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Crown  him,  ye  morning  stars  of  light. 

Who  fixed  this  earthly  ball ; 
Now  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


C.  M. 

4  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall, 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

5  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball. 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe. 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


Crown  Him  Lord  of  All. 


3  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race,  6  O  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 

Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall,  We  at  his  feet  may  fall ! 

Hail  him  who  saves  you  by  his  grace,        We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all.  And  crown  him  Lord  of  aU. 
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229     0  for  a  thousand  tongues 

1  O  FOR  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 

My  great  Redeemer's  praise  ; 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace  ! 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim, 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad. 
The  honors  of  thy  name. 

3  Jesus !  the  name  that  charms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease  ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin, 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean ; 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 

5  He  speaks,  and,  listening  to  his  voice, 

New  life  the  dead  receive  ; 
The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice; 
The  humble  poor  believe. 


231  ©tje  lLotli*j5  ^tnptv, 
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1.  Our  Father  which  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  |  be  thy  |  name,  ||  Thy  kingdom  come, 

thy  will  be  done  in  |  earth,  as-it  [  is  in  |  heaven. 

2.  Give  us  this  day  our  |  daily  |  bread,  I|  And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  for- 

give I  them  that  |  trespass  a-  |  gainst  us. 

3.  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  (  us  from  |  evil ;  |I  For  thine  is  the 

kingdom,  and  the  power  and  the  |  glory  for-  |  ever  and  |  ever.  H  A-  |  men. 
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6  Hear  him,  ye  deaf ;  his  praise,  ye  dumb, 
Your  loosened  tongues  employ ; 
Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come; 
And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy. 

230         Joy  to  the  world! 

1  Joy  to  the  world  !  the  Lord  is  come  ; 

Let  earth  receive  her  King; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  him  room, 
And  heaven  and  nature  sing. 

2  Joy  to  the  world  !  the  Saviour  reigns  ; 

Let  men  their  songs  employ ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills  and 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy.  [plains, 

3  No  more  let  sin  and  sorrow  grow, 

Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground; 
He  comes  to  make  his  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 

And  makes  the  nations  prove 
The  glories  of  his  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  his  love. 


Vigoroso. 


232  I  love  Thy  kingdom. 

1  I  LOVE  thy  kingdom,  Lord, 

The  house  of  thine  abode, 
The  Church  our  blest  Redeemer  saved 
With  his  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  thy  Church,  O  God  ! 

Her  walls  before  thee  stand, 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  thy  hand. 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 

For  her  my  prayers  ascend  : 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways, 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

5  Sure  as  thy  truth  shall  last, 

To  Zion  shall  be  given 
The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield, 
And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 

233  Grace! 

1  Grace  !  'tis  a  charming  sound. 

Harmonious  to  the  ear; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound. 
And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  a  way 

To  save  rebellious  man  ; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  Grace  taught  my  roving  feet 

To  tread  the  heavenly  road  ; 
And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet. 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 

4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown 

Through  everlasting  days ; 
It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone. 
And  well  deserves  our  praise. 


234  Stand  np,  and  bless. 

1  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Ye  people  of  his  choice  ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 
With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice. 

2  Though  high  above  all  praise. 

Above  all  blessing  high. 
Who  would  not  fear  his  holy  name, 
And  laud,  and  magnify  ? 

3  O  for  the  living  flame 

From  his  own  altar  brought, 
To  touch  our  Ups,  our  souls  inspire, 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought ! 

4  God  is  our  strength  and  song, 

And  his  salvation  ours; 
Then  be  his  love  in  Christ  proclaimed 
With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

5  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord ; 

The  Lord  your  God  adore ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  his  glorious  name, 
Henceforth,  forevermore. 

235  Purity  of  heart. 

1  Blest  are  the  pure  in  heart, 

For  they  shall  see  our  God  ; 
The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  theirs ; 
Their  soul  is  his  abode. 

2  Still  to  the  lowly  soul 

He  doth  himself  impart, 
And  for  his  temple  and  his  throne 
Selects  the  pure  in  heart. 

3  Lord,  we  thy  presence  seek. 

May  ours  this  blessing  be ; 
O  give  the  pure  and  lowly  heart, — 
A  temple  meet  for  thee. 

236  Doxology.  S.M. 

To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit,  One  in  Three, 

Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  forever  be. 
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23 7       And  can  I  yet  Delay  1 

And  can  I  yet  delay 

My  little  all  to  give  ? 
To  tear  my  soul  from  earth  away 

For  Jesus  to  receive  ? 

2  Nay,  but  I  yield,  I  yield; 

I  can  hold  out  no  more : 
I  sink,  by  dying  love  compelled, 
And  own  thee  conquerer. 

3  Though  late,  I  all  forsake ; 

My  friends,  my  all  resign  : 
Gracious  Redeemer,  take,  oh,  take, 
And  seal  me  ever  thine. 

4  Come,  and  possess  me  vvhole^ 

Nor  hence  again  remove  ; 
Settle  and  fix  my  wavering  soul 
With  all  thy  weight  of  love. 


238    A  Charge  to  Keep  I  Have. 

A  CHARGE  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glorify  ; 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 

And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfill, — 
Oh,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

As  in  thy  sight  to  live ; 
And  oh,  thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare, 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  thyself  rely, 
Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 
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239  Come,  Ye  that  Love  the  Lord. 

Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  your  joys  be  known ; 

Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
While  ye  surround  his  throne. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 

Who  never  knew  our  God, 
But  servants  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  The  men  of  grace  have  found 

Glory  begun  below ; 
Celestial  fruit  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow: 

4  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 

And  every  tear  be  dry  ; 
We're  marching  through  Immanuel's 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high,  [ground, 


240   My  Soul,  be  on  Thy  Guard. 

My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard, 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise, 
And  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 

To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 

2  Oh,  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray, 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er. 
Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 

Nor  once  at  ease  sit  down  ; 
Thine  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  hast  got  the  crown. 

4  Fight  on.  my  soul,  till  death 

Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God  : 
He'll  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath, 
Up  to  his  blest  abode. 
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1.  When  all  thy  mer-cies,  O    my  God,  My    ris  -  ing  soul  sur  -  veys, 

2.  Through  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and  deaths,  It  gently  cleared  my  way ; 
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Transport  -  ed  with  the  view,  I'm  lost  In  won- der,  love,  and  praise. 
And  through  the  pleasing  snares  of  vice,  More  to  be  feared  than  they. 
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3  Through  every  period  of  my  life 
Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 
The  pleasing  theme  renew. 


4  Through  all  eternity  to  thee 
A  grateful  song  I'll  raise; 
But  oh,  eternity's  too  short 
To  utter  all  thy  praise. 
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John  Newton. 


Tune,  DOWNS.   C.  M. 
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I.  How  sweet  the  name  of    Je-sus  sounds  In  a 
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It  soothes  his  sor  -  rows,  heals  his  wounds,  And  drives  away  his  fear. 
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2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast; 
'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul. 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Dear  name!  the  rock  on  which  I  build, 

My  shield  and  hiding-place; 
My  never-failing  treasure,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace ! 
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4  Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Saviour,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring ! 

5  I  would  thy  boundless  love  proclaim 

With  every  fleeting  breath ; 
So  shall  the  music  of  thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 


-N-4- 


1  h  .1 

r4 

1  h : 

I— (tH — h 

— N-i 

0-<&- 

— 1 — V. 

■^^ 

I — s^-i 

:^ 

7?^ 

-J— H — 1-^ 
-»-0-^  1- 

E 

3-:; 


243 


What  Glory  Gilds. 

What  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page  ! 

Majestic,  like  the  sun, 
It  gives  a  light  to  every  age; 

It  gives,  but  borrows  none. 
The  power  that  gave  it  still  supplies 

The  gracious  light  and  heat; 
Its  truths  upon  the  nations  rise : 

They  rise,  but  never  set. 
Lord,  everlasting  thanks  be  thine 

For  such  a  bright  display. 
As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 

With  beams  of  heavenly  day. 
My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 

The  steps  of  him  I  love. 
Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view 

In  brighter  worlds  above. 


I 

244  Am  I  a  Soldier  of  the  Cross  ? 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 
A  follower  of  the  Lamb, 

And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  his  name? 

2  Mdst  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 
While  others  fight  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sail  through  bloody  seas? 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

4  Sure  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign — 

Increase  my  courage.  Lord  : 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain. 
Supported  by  thy  word. 


F.  Root. 
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How  Happy  every  Child  of  Grace. 


How  happy  every  child  of  grace. 

Who  knows  his  sins  forgiven  ! 
"This  earth,"  he  cries,  "is  not  my  place, 

I  seek  my  place  in  heaven,— 
A  country  far  from  mortal  sight ; 

Yet  oh,  by  faith  I  see 
The  land  of  rest,  the  saints'  delight, 

The  heaven  prepared  for  me." 
2  O  what  a  blessed  hope  is  ours! 

While  here  on  earth  we  stay, 
We  more  than   taste  the  heavenly 

And  antedate  that  day ;  [powers, 


We  feel  the  resurrection  near. 

Our  life  in  Christ  concealed. 
And  with  his  glorious  presence  here 

Our  earthen  vessels  filled. 
O  would  he  more  of  heaven  bestow, 

And  let  the  vessels  break. 
And  let  our  ransomed  spirits  go 

To  grasp  the  God  we  seek  ; 
In  rapturous  awe  on  him  to  gaze, 

Who  bought  the  sight  for  me  ; 
And  shout  and  wonder  at  his  grace 

Through  all  eternity. 
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p.  DODDRIDGB. 


I 


English  Melody. 
5^,  K 


^  (  Ohappy  day ,that  fixed  my choiceOnthee,my Saviour  aiidmy  God!  )  g 
"  (  Wellmaythisglowing  heart  rejoice,  And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad.  )  ^PP^ 


day,  happy  day 


i  He  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray, 
When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away!  (      And  live  rejoicing  ev'ryday. 


2  O  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 

To  him  who  merits  all  my  love ! 
Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  his  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  'Tis  done!  the  great  transaction's  done! 

I  am  my  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine : 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  that  voice  divine. 


Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart ; 

Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  rest; 
Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart ; 

With  him  of  every  good  possessed. 
High  h  eav'n  that  heard  th  e  solemn  vow, 

That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear, 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 

And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 
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H  E.  Blair. 


fMtt  ©ame  to  Sbni)t  Jttr* 


Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


-N  N  N    J-  J  N  Nn 


2d. 


i 


0-^ 


^  J  When  Jesus  laid  his  crown  aside, He  came  to  save  me ; 

^•\w 

'  (.  Oh,  praise  his  name,  I  know  it  well, 


hen  on  the  cross  he  bled  and  died  He  came  to  save  me. 

my  poor  heart  he  deigns  to  d  well,  He  came  to  save  me ; 

He  came  to  save  ma 


REFRAIN 


1st. 


I'm  so  glad,I*m  so  glad,I'm  so  glad  that  Jesus  came,  And  grac^  is  free 

He    .    .    .    came  to  save  me. 


T  fjf  \ 


3  With  gentle  hand  he  leads  me  still. 
He  came  to  save  me ; 
And  trusting  him  I  fear  no  ill. 
He  came  to  save  me. 


4  To  him  my  faith  with  rapture  clings, 
He  came  to  save  me ; 
To  him  my  heart  looks  up  and  sings, 
He  came  to  save  me. 

208  CopTTiebt,  168&,  by  Wm.  J.  ^jMxtMiB^ 
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Rev.  E.  H.  Stokes.  D.D. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney. 


ifi: 


X.   Hov- er  o'er  me.    Ho  -  ly     Spir  -  it ;  Bathe  my  trembling  heart  and  brow; 

2.  Thou  can'st  fill  me,  gracious   Spir  -  it,   Tho'  I      can  -  not    tell   thee  how ; 

3.  I     am  weakness,    full    of   weakness ;  At     thy     sa  -  cred  feet    I    bow  ; 


S-r 

5*  

9  

' — m 

But  I  need  thee,  great-  ly  need  thee.  Come,  oh,  come  and  fill  me  now. 
Blest,  di-  vine,  e  -  ter  -  nal  Spir  -  it.  Fill  with  power,  and  fill  me  now. 
Thou  art   comfort  -  ing   and  sav-  ing,   Thou  art  sweet  -  ly    fill  -  ing  now. 


m 


r  r  r  •  "-rr 

D.S,  Fill   me  with  thy   hal-low'd  presence, — Come,  oh,  come  and  fill   me  now. 


Chorus, 


D.S, 

t 


Fill  me  now,  fill  me  now,  Je  -  sus,  come,  and  fill  me  now; 
■fS-  -p-^,^     -/-^      -f--f^  -p--f^' 


i 


s  arr.  by  B.  M.  A. 

Slow  with  dignily 


CoFYRicuT,  1879,  by  John  J.  Hood. 


J.  R.  S. 
W.  J.  K. 
J.J.R 


Glory  be  to  the    Fa-ther,   Glory  be  to  the  Son,     Glory  be  to  the  Holy  Ghost ; 


1 


—  T  1T, !   *  ' 


As  it  was  in  the  beginning.Is  now.and  ever  shall  be.World  without  end.  Amen.amen. 


Unfading  Treasures-0 
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R.  Dunbar,   By  per. 

'g-  ^  g  r. 


^  ^  ^ 

1.  My  life,  my  lore  I  give  to  thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  God,  who  died  forme; 
o  believe  thou  dost  receive,  For  thou  hast  died  that  I  might  live ; 

3.  Oh,  thou  who  died  on  Cal  -  va-  ry,    To  save  my  soul  and  make  me  free, 


-V — ^—r^ — i^-Ft^ — 1 — 


Csa— -111  live  for  him  who  died  for  me,  How  happy  then  my  life  shall  be  I 


jD.a 


Oh,  may    I    ev  -  er  faith -ful  be.    My    Sav-iourand    my  God! 
And  now  henceforth  I'll  trust  in  thee,  My    Sav-  iour  and    my  God ! 
I     con  -  se-crate    my  life    to  thee,  My    Sav-  iour  and    my  God  J 


111    live    for  him  who  died 


or  me,  My    Sav  iour  and 


my  God! 


Copjrrigbt  cf  it.  £.  UudsoD,  used  by  pei. 
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Int. 


m 


Arr.  by  S,  J.  Vail. 

\2dr 


-fir 


There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy, Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea  : 
There's  a  kindness  in    his  justice  Which  is  more  than 


li  -  berty. 


1— r-T- 


-)  1  ^-l-KO  »— I  J- 


CHORUS. 


3: 


4_a 


He     is    call- ing,  "Come  to    me!"  Lord,  I'll  glad-ly      haste  to  thee. 


is: 


There  is  welcome  for  the  sinner, 
And  more  graces  for  the  good  ; 
There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour 

There  is  healing  in  his  blood. 
For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 
Than  the  measure  of  man's  mind : 


210 


And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderful  and  kind. 
4  If  our  love  were  but  more  simple, 
vVe  should  take  him  at  his  word  ; 
And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 
-      In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 


252  if*m  &oins  fMtomt  to  Mit  no  ^ore. 


Wm.  Hunter,  D.  D. 


Arranged  by  Rev.  Wm.  McDonald. 


-J 

' — ^-n 

^ — t — #~ 

-^--r  1  m  «— 

_ — g,  J  ^_ 

r       i                   1                  1  11 

)  Its  sjlitt'ring  tow'rs  the  sun  outshine;  That  heav'uly  mansion  shall  be  mine. 


Cho 


I'm  go-inghome,  I'm  go-ing  home,  I'm  going  home  to  die  no  more!  ) 
To  die  no  more,  to  die  no  more,  I'm  going  home  to  die  no  more !  $ 


2  My  Father's  house  is  built  on  high, 
Far,  far  above  the  starry  sky : 
When  from  this  earthly  prison  free, 
That  heavenly  mansion  mine  shall  be. 

3  While  here  a  stranger  far  from  home, 
Affliction's  waves  may  round  me  foam ; 
Although  like  Lazarus,  sick  and  poor, 
My  heavenly  mansion  is  secure. 


4  Let  others  seek  a  home  below. 
Which  flames  devour,  or  waves  o'erflow  ; 
Be  mine  a  happier  lot  to  own, 

A  heavenly  mansion  near  the  throne. 

5  Then  fail  this  earth,  let  stars  decline 
And  sun  and  moon  refuse  to  shine, 
All  nature  sink  and  cease  to  be. 

That  heavenly  mansion  stands  for  me. 
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John  Bowring. 

-J- 


Tune,  WELLESLEY. 


L.  S.  TouRjEE.    By  per. 


mm 


1.  In    the  cross  of  Christ  I    glo- ry,  Tow'ring  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time  ; 

2.  When  the  woes  of    life  o'ertake  me,  Hopes  deceive  and  fears  an-  noy, 

1 


All  the  light  of  sa-cred  sto-ry  Gathars  round  its  head  sublime. 
Nev  -  er  shall  the  cross  for- sake  me,  Lo  I  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 


l==t 


1^ 


i 


-i — r 


3  Whftn  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 

From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  new  lu  tre  to  the  dayl 


[  4  Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified  ; 
Peace  is  there  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 
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Louise  M.  Rousb. 


Miss  Dora  Boolb. 


1.  Precious  Saviour,  thou  hast  saved  me;  Thine  and  on-  ly  thine  I    am  ; 

2.  Long  ray  yearning  heart  was  trying  To  en  -  joy  this  perfect  rest; 

3.  Trusting,  trusting  ev'-  ry  moment;  Feeling  now  the  blood  applied; 

4.  Con  -  se-  crat  -  ed  to  thy  ser-  vice,    I  will  live  and  die  to  thee : 


Oh,  the  cleansing  blood  has  reached  me,  Glo- ry,  glo  -  ry  to  the  Lamb! 
But  I  gave  all   try- ing  o-  ver:   Simply  trust  -  ing,  I  washiest. 
Ly- ing  at  the  cleansing  fountain  ;  Dwelling  in    my  Saviour's  side. 
I  will  wit-  ness  to  thy  glo  -  ry     Of  sal  -  va  -  tion  full  and  free. 

~. — P — 


U    i  1      I      U  i 

i?./8L— Oh,  the  cleansing  blood  has  reached  me,  Glo-  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  the  Lamb ! 


REFRAIN. 


1)8. 


=z:*->-j 


Glo-  ry,  glo  -  ry,  Je-  sus  saves  me,  Glo-  ry,  glo  -  ry  to  the  Xamb ! 


m 


5  Yes,  I  will  stand  up  for  Jesus; 
He  has  sweetly  saved  my  soul, 
Cleansed  me  from  inbred  corruption. 
Sanctified  and  made  me  whole. 


6  Glory  to  the  blood  that  bought  me. 
Glory  to  its  cleansing  power! 
Glory  to  the  blood  that  keeps  me ! 
Glory,  glory,  evermore ! 
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H.  L.  G. 


Dr.  H.  L.  GiLMOUR. 


is-::: 


.0.'. 


1.  I  have  surrendered    to  the  Lord,  The  world  no  long- er  pleases; 

2.  How  tender  -  ly  he  holds  my  hand  !  Thro'  pastures  green  he  leads  me ; 

3.  By  day,  by  night  he's  always  near,  Sweet  joy  and  comfort  bringing ; 


Sut^renUeretf.— CONCLUDED. 


-J  ^0--—0  0  '-J  


I'm  yielding  all  to  his  control,  Ac- cept- ing  on  -  ly  Je-sus. 
My  thirsting  soul  he  sat  -  isfies,  With  heavenly  man-  na  feeds  me. 
Oh,  how  mv  soul  ex-  ults  a- new  When  praise  to  Je  -  sus  singing. 

 t: 


Copyright,  1885 


5,  by  JohJ^, 


4  No  noonday  drought  affects  my  soul, 
In  Jesus  I'm  confiding; 
Oh.  constant,  sweet  companionship, 
With  Christ  in  me  abiding. 


5  Oh,  victory  that's  always  sure ! 
Oh,  blest  emancipation  ! 
Oh,  vanquished  tempter  of  my  soul ! 
Oh,  free  and  full  salvation ! 


256  3tms  ts  jc^tne. 

Mrs.  Catharine  J.  Bonar. 
 \  i  N 


T.  E.  Perkins,    By  per 

J — — — ]  ^ 


1.  Fade,  fade,  each  earth-  ly  joy,     Je  -  sus  is  mine !  Break,  ev  -  'ry 

2.  Tempt  not  my  soul     a-  way,    Je  -  sus  is  mine !  Here  would  I 

3.  Fare  -  well,  ye  dreams  of  night,  Je  -  sus  is  mine !  Lost    in  this 

4.  Fare  -  well,  mor-  tal  -  i  -  ty,     Je  -  sus  is  mine !  Wei  -  come,  e- 


1^1/  I 

ten  -  der  tie,  Je 
ev  -  er    stay,  Je 
dawn- ing  light,  Je 


1 

sus  is  mine !  Dark  is  the  wil  -  derness, 
sus  is  mine!  Per  -  ish  -  ing  things  of  clay, 
sus    is    mine ! 


All   that  my  soul  has  tried 


ter  -  ni  -  ty,      Je  -  sus    is    mine  1     Wei-  come,  O  loved  and  blest, 


rate 


A  1 


t 


t=5 


A  v-^- 


-^- — |— 


Earth  has  no  resting  place,  Je-  sus  alone  can  bless,  Je  -  sus  is  mine  \ 
Born  but  for  one  brief  day,  Pass  from  my  heart  away,  Je  -  sus  is  m<ine  \ 
Left  but  a  dismal  void,  Je  -  sus  has  sat -is  -  fied,  Je  -  sus  is  mine* 
Welcome,sweet  scenes  of  rest,Welcome,my  Saviour's  breast,  Jesus  is  mine  I 


I 
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E.  E. 


Hewitt. 


382  &vntt  Jf  mtlh 


4- — S-A 


^  -0-  -9- 


Wm.  J. 


KiRKPATRICK. 


t=E 


r  Will  you  go  to    Jesus  now,  dear  friend?  He  is  call-  ing  you  to  -  day;  \ 
\  Will  you  seek  the  bright  and  better  land,  By  "the  true  and  living  way  ?"  j 
2  (  Would  you  know  the  Saviour's  boundless  love,  And  his  mercy  rich  and  free?  \ 
'  \  Will  you  seek  the  saving,  cleansing  blood,  That  was  shed  for  you  and  me  ?  J 


REFI 

-\ 

1 

m 

1^ 

1  

I  will,  I  will!  by  the  grace  of  God,  I  will;  I  will  go  to  Jesus  now;  I  will 


--^  i  r  r  f=^ 

-  »  #  #  0—0- 

_i  ,  ,  ' — 

1  1^  1  LJ  ;  \  le: — k_j 

1 


heed  the  gospel  call,  For  the  promise  is  for  all ;  I  will  go  to  Je  -  sus  now. 


Copyright.  18(i8,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatricic  ^       ^      U      \J  V 

3  Will  you  consecrate  your  life  to  him, 
To  be  ever  his  alone? 
And  your  loving  service  freely  yield. 
To  the  King  upon  his  throne  ? 


t- 


4  Will  you  follow  where  the  Master 
Choosing  only  his  renown,  [leads 
Will  you  daily  bear  the  cross  for  him' 
Till  he  bids  you  wear  the  crown  ?  ' 


Tune,    Pleyel's  Hymn,"  on  opposite  page. 


258         Depth  of  Mercy  ! 

Depth  of  mercy  !  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me? 
Can  my  God  his  wrath  forbear, — 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare? 

2  I  have  long  withstood  his  grace; 
Long  provoked  him  to  his  face; 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls; 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

3  Now  incline  me  to  repent; 
Let  me  now  my  sins  lament; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore, 
Weep,  believe,  and  sin  no  more. 

4  There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands. 
Shows  his  wounds  and  spreads  his 
God  is  love!  I  know,  I  feel;  [hands; 
Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 


259  Hasten.  Sinner,  to  be  Wise. 

Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  wise ; 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun  : 
Wisdom  if  you  still  despise, 

Harder  is  it  to  be  won. 

2  Hasten  mercy  to  implore, 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
Lest  thy  season  should  be  o'er, 
Ere  this  evening's  course  be  run. 

3  Hasten,  sinner,  to  return. 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun. 
Lest  thy  lamp  should  cease  to  burn 
Ere  salvation's  work  is  done. 

4  Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  blest. 

Stay  not  for  the  morrow's  sun, 
Lest  perdition  thee  arrest, 
Ere  the  morrow  is  begun. 
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^Ctre  ^f)ou 


Famny  J.  Crosby.  "Thou  art  my  hiding  place." — Ps.  xxxii.  7.     Roitert  Lovtwy.  By  per. 


1 — ! — ^ 

1 

'^i  a 

1 

 # 

J,  In  thy  cleft,  O  Rock  of  a  -  ges,  Hide  thou  me ;  When  the  fitful  tempest 
2.  From  the  snare  of  sinful  pleasure,  Hide  thou  me ;  Thou,  my  soul's  eternal 
3-     In  the  lonely  night  of  sorrow,  Hide  thou  me ;  Till  in  glory  dawns  the 


1— t  '-n 

4 

i 


ra  -  ges,  Hide  thou  me ;  Where  no  mortal  arm  can  sev  -  er  From  my 
trea  -  sure,  Hide  thou  me ;  When  the  world  its  power  is  wielding,  And  my 
mor  -  row,  Hide  thou  me ;    In  the  sight  of  Jordan's  bil-low,  Let  thy 


 i- 

-1  A 

^» — * — ^— iU 

 L_ 

heii,rt  thy  love  forev  -  er.  Hide  me,  O  thou  Rock  of  a  -  ges,  Safe  in  thee, 
heart  is  almost  yielding.  Hide  me,  O  thou  Rock  of  a  -  ges,  Safe  in  thee, 
bo-  som  be  my  pillow ;  Hide  me,  O  thou  Rock  of  a  -  ges,  Safe  in  thee. 


— 

1 

261  ^^legers  ?^fimw.  7«.  Ignace 
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262 


mf  Adagio  e  Legato. 


— ^#  #  #- 


Scotch  Mblodt. 


^  U 

^    f    I*m  but  a  stranger  here,  Heav'n  is  my   home  ; 
I    Earth  is  a  desert  drear,  Heav'n  is  my  home ; 

I  What  the'  the  tentpest  rage  ?  Heav'n  is  my  home ; 
'  (    Short  is  my  pilgrimage,  Heav*n  is  my  home; 


Danger  and  sorrow  stand 

Time's  cold  and  Wintry 

blast 


[— 
-— — 

0 — 

• — 

r-1  "^-.^  P^-f*h 

~i  *nt-^r 

PH  IV-4- 

— ^ 

-# — ^ 

Round  me  on  ev'ry  hand  ;  Heav'n  is  my  Fatherland,  Heav'n  is  my  home. 
Soon  will  be     o  -  verpast;  I  shall  reach  home  at  last;  Heav'n  is  my  home. 

^    ^  IP  - 


3  Peace !  O  my  troubled  soul, 
Heav'n  is  my  home; 

I  soon  shall  reach  the  goal ; 
Heav'n  is  my  home ; 

Swiftly  the  race  I'll  run, 

Yield  up  my  crown  to  none ; 

Forward  !  the  prize  is  won ; 
Heav'n  is  my  home. 


4  There,  at  my  Saviour's  side, 
Heav'n  is  my  home; 
I  shall  be  glorified ; 

Heav'n  is  my  home  ; 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  I  loved  most  and  best. 
There,  too,  I  soon  shall  rest, 
Heav'n  is  my  home. 


Tune,  "  Gau/d,"  on  opposite  page. 


263        Saviour,  Pilot  Me. 

Jesus.  Saviour,  pilot  me 
Over  life's  tempestuous  sea  ; 
Unknown  waves  before  me  roll, 
Hiding  rock  and  treacherous  shoal ; 
Chart  and  compass  came  from  thee  ; 
Jesus.  Saviour,  pilot  me. 

2  As  a  mother  stills  her  child 
Thou  canst  hush  the  ocean  wild ; 
Boisterous  waves  obey  thy  will 
When  thou  say'st  to  them  "  Be  still," 
Wondrous  Sovereign  of  the  sea, 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot  me. 


264  Till  He  Come. 

"  Till  he  come !"  oh,  let  the  wwds 
Linger  on  the  trembling  chords; 
Let  the  little  while  between 
In  their  golden  light  be  seen  ; 
Let  us  think  how  heaven  and  home 
Lie  beyond  that — "  Till  he  come." 

2  When  the  weary  ones  we  love 
Enter  on  their  rest  above. 
Seems  the  earth  so  poor  and  vast, 
All  our  life-joy  overcast? 
Hush,  be  every  murmur  dumb  ; 
It  is  only — "  Till  he  come." 

See,  the  feast  of  love  is  spread. 
Drink  the  wine,  and  break  the  bread ; 
Sweet  memorials, — till  the  Lord 
Calls  us  round  his  heavenly  board ; 
Some  from  earth,  from  glory  some, 
Severed  only — "Till  he  come." 


3  When  at  last  I  near  the  shore,  3 
And  the  fearful  breakers  roar 
'Twixt  me  and  the  peaceful  rest. 
Then,  while  leaning  on  thy  breast, 
May  I  hear  thee  say  to  me, 
'*  Fear  not,  I  will  pilot  thee." 
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BONAR. 

Moderate. 


s  Stall  fit  sm»tm. 


Rev.  T.  C.  Nhai- 


1.  When  I  shall  wake  in  that  fair  mom  of  morns,   Af  -   ter  whose  dawning 

2.  When  I  shall  see  thy    glo-  ry  face  to  face,   When  in    thine  arms  thou 

3.  When  I  shall  meet  with  those  that  I  have  loved.  Clasp  in    my    eag  -  er 

4.  When  I  shall  gaze   up  -  on   the  face  of  him   Who    for    me  died,  with 


tr-r 


MM 


never  night  returns.  And  with  whose  glory  day  eternal  burns,  I  shall  be  satis-  fled, 
wilt  thy  child  embrace.  When  thou  shalt  open  all  thy  stores  of  grace,  I  shall  be  satisfied, 
arms  the  long  removed.  And  find  how  faithful  thou  to  me  hast  proved,  I  shall  be  satisfied, 
eye  no  longer  dim.  And  praise  him  with  the  everlasting  hymn,  I  shall  be  satisfied. 


i 


Chorus.     k  w  ,     ,         .   ^  ,  rit.  ^ 


'ft 

it-is-ned 


I  shall  be  satisfied,    I  shall  be  satisfied,   I  shall  be  sat-is-fied,  By  and  by. 
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&0ttl9.  ?»,  6  Unrflf. 
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J.  E.  Gould. 

Fine. 


t:  ^  ^ 
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I 
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Wn  fit  SPftm. 


IsAAAc  Watts. 


Adapted  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 

5 


a  land  of    pure  delight,  Where  saints  imraor- tal   reign  :  > 
fi  -  niteday  ex -eludes  the  night,  And  pleasures  ban- ish  pain.  > 
2  ^  There  ev  -  er- last- ing  spring  abides,  And  nev  -  er-with 'ring  flowers;  ) 
Death,  like     a    narrow    sea,    divides  This  heavenly  land  from  ours.  5 


t=t. 


REFRAm. 


-1v~-^- 


I'll  be  there,      I'll  be  there.     When  the  first  trumpet  sounds  I'll  be  there, 

^.^    ^    ^  ,  rilbethere. 

 , — I — t—P—i:^ — I  I  j    |— [ — [- 


,   .  I 

I'll  be  there,  I'll  be  there,  When  the  first  trumpet  sounds  I'll  be  there. 


3  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 
Stand  dressed  in  living  green  ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 


4  Conld  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 
And  view  the  landscape  o'er,  [flood 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 


C«p;Tight,  16S7,  by  Wh.  J.  Kibkpatbick. 
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Lord,  Dismiss  Us.    Tune,  "  Greenvi/U,"  opposite  page. 


Lord,  dismiss  us  with  thy  blessing. 
Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace; 

Let  us  each,  thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  : 

Oh,  refresh  us, 
Traveling  through  this  wilderness. 


2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration. 
For  thy  gospel's  joyful  souud; 
May  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 


In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound; 

May  thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 

So,  whene'er  the  signal's  given 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away, 

Borne  on  angel's  wings  to  heaven, 
Glad  the  summons  to  obey, 

May  we  ever 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endless  day. 
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Joseph  Har-i 


©owe,      SC«nrrs.  Tune, 

GREENVILLE,  8,  7,  4- 


DC. 


9^ 


 1 


Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy, 
Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore  ; 

Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 
Full  of  pity,  love,  and  povv^er  : 

He  is  able. 
He  is  vrilling  :  doubt  no  more. 

'2  Now,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome; 

God's  free  bounty  glorify  ; 
Tvue  belief  and  true  repentance. 

Every  grace  that  brings  you  nigh. 
Without  money. 

Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 

3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 
Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream  ; 

All  the  fitness  he  requii  eth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him, 
This  he  gives  you  ; 

*Tis  the  Spirit's  glimmering  beam. 


4  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden, 

Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall ; 
If  you  tarry  till  you're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all ; 

Not  the  righteous  — 
Sinners  Jesus  came  to  call. 

5  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 

Your  Redeemer  pro^.rate  lies ; 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him  ! 
Hear  him  cry,  before  he  dies, 

"It  is  finished  !  " 
Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice  ? 

6  Lo !  the  incarnate  God,  ascending, 

Pleads  the  merit  of  his  bl  od  : 
Venture  on  him,  venture  freely  ; 

Let  no  other  trust  intrude  : 
None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 
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H Ingalls 

Fine. 


— ^_H-j^  L-^-^  L  — 0  A  u       — 1>—\^  W-  25*  


I  /  Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy.  Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore ; 
'\   Je  -  sus  read  -  y  stands  to  save  you,  Full  of  pity,  love,  and  pow'r : 


5 


I — V 


•f— r 


D,  0.  -  Glo  -  ry,  hon-  or,  and  sal  -  vation,  Christ  the  Lord  is  come  to  reign. 


CHORUS. 


I 


I.  Jl  j  ^  ^ — !-T"f"rr 

-j—L-j.^  1  :  j_L  ^  ;^L_j — I L 


B.C. 


^   ^   __  —  -r— r 

^  II 

Turn  to  the  Lord,  and  seek  sal- vation,  Sound  the  praise  of  his  dear  name ; 


I 


:5=?t:ppt7g-p^-a=:p^^=*: 

.t_Cj  ■  C|  1.   ^_ 


219 


^ttp  eiojse  to  3t&m, 


John  Lane. 


— j--^— — H — j — f-— •  ^t=* — 


1.  When  you  start  for  the    laud  of  heaven  -  Jy     rest,  Keep  close  to 

2.  Never      mind     the  storms  or  trials    as  you  go,  Keep  close  to 

3.  To   be  safe  from  the  darts  of  the  e   -     vil    one,  Keep  close  to 

4.  We  shall    reach    our  home  in  heaven  by  and  bye,  Keep  close  to 


^  1  H  .  5— L   1  


Jesus  all  the  vi^ay  ;      For    he  is  the  Guide,  and  he  knows  the  way  best, 
Jesus  all  the  way ;  'Tis  a  com-  fort  and    joy     his     fa  -  vor  to  know, 
Jesus  all  the  way ;  Take  the  shield    of  faith  till  the  victo-ry  is  won, 
Jesus  all  the  way ;  Where  to  those   we      love  we'll  nev€r  say  good-bye, 


CHORUS. 


W — '  ^  .-s—^ — * — * — — ^-r  — g—h  ^ 


pre 


Keep  close    to   Je  -  sus    all     the  way 


^1= 


Keep  close    to   Je  -  sus, 


-I: 


 I  _j  ^^  ^. 

-I*  — ^ — ^ — »---p-#  «-  •  — «— 

^  f- — f — » — ^^^H-^  zzzi^Tr^z: 


Keep  close  to  Je  -  sus.   Keep  close  to  Je  -  sus  all  the  way ;  By 


-±=:i^=.\f^l^.  i 


day  or  by  night  never  turn  from  the  right,  Keep  close  to  Jesus  all  the  way. 


Coprrigbt.  1892,  li'ii,  b;  John  J.  Hood 
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Rejoicing,  11,  41,  87,  106,  117,  154, 
184,  190,  239,  246. 
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INDEX. 


Titles  in  Capitals  ;  First  lines  in  Roman ;  Metrical  Tunes  in  Italics. 


A  BLESSING  IN  PR.  . 

A  charge  to  keep  I  . 
A  cry  comes  over  the 
Alas !  and  did  ray  . 
A  little  talk  with  Je- 
All  for  Jesus  I  all  for 
All  hail  the  power  of 
All  my  life  long  I 
All  praise  to  him  who 
Always  abounding, 
Amazing  grace  !  how 
Am  I  a  soldier  of  the 
And  can  I  yet  delay? 
Another  six  day's 
Aiitioch,  C.  31.,. 
Anywhere  with  Jesus 
Are  you  happy  in  the 
Ariel,  C.  P.  M., 
Arlington,  C.  M., 
As  doves  to  their  win- 

ASHAMED  OF  JeBUS  ? 
A  SITELTER  IN  THE  . 
A  SINNER  LIKE  ME,  . 

As  the  bird  flies  home 
At  the  cross,  . 
Awake,  my  s.,  stretch 
Awake,  my  soul,  to  . 
Away  beyond  the 

Beautiful  robes,  . 
Be  earnest,  my  broth- 
Behold  a  stranger  at . 
Behold  tbe  way,  . 
'Blessed  assurance,  . 
Blessed  be  the  n.  . 
Blest  are  the  pure  in . 
Blest  be  the  tie  that . 
Boyleston,  8.  M.j 
Brother  for  Christ's  . 
Brother,  will  you 
Brought  back, 
By  grace  I  will,  . 

Calvary,  . 
Can  a  boy  forget  his . 
Christian  reunion 
Christmas,    G.  M.  . 
Church  of  God,  whose 


91  Come,  contrite  one,  .  82 
238  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  c.  216 
112  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  h.  188 
122  Come,sinneis.totheg  200 
164  Come,  sinners,  to  the  57 

7  Come  to  Calvary's  .  101 
228  Come  unto  me  when  .  185 
130  Come,  with  all  thy  .  207 

92  Come,  ye  disconsolate  206 
159  Come,  ye  sinners,  269,  270 
173 1  Come,  ye  that  love  .  239 
244  Coming  home,  .       .  22 

Coming  to-day,  .  54 
Companionship  wit.  142 
Conquering  now,  and  6 
Coronation,  CM.,  .  227 
Courage,  brother,  do.  145 
Cross  and  crown,  .  174 
Crown  him  Lord   .  228 


237 
220 
329 
8 
68 
225 
243 
70 
172 
83 
53 
12 
122 
209 
201 
78 


Decide  to-night,  . 
Dennis,  S.  M.,  , 
Depth  of  mercy  !  can 
Did  Christ  o'er  sin-  . 
Disciples  of  Jesus,  . 
Do  something  to-  . 
Do  THE  right,  . 
Down  at  the  cross  wh. 
Downs,  CM.,. 
Doxology,  222,  236, 
Do  you  hear  that  gen- 


156 
159 

49 
137 

47 

92 
235 

210  i  Fade 


237 
34 
78 
63 

257 

65 
177 
160 
209 
124 


Entire  consecra-  . 
Even  me,  . 
Every  need  sup-  . 

fade,  each 
Fading  away  like  the 
Fair  portals,  . 
Faithful  Guide,  . 
Father,  I  stretch  ray. 
Fed  upon  the  fin-  . 
Fill  me  now,  . 
Flash  the  top- 
Follow  ALL  the 
Follow  me. 
For  Christ  and  the  . 
Forever  here  my 


210 

258 
213 
79 
100 
145 
139 
242 
249 
135 

48 
109 
158 

256 
46 
86 
199 
195 
129 
248 
103 
191 
148 
136 
123 


HTMN. 

Full  ASSURANCE,    .  170 

Gathering  one  by  .  187 
Give  me  Jesus,  .  58 
Glorious  as  the  .  90 
Glorious  FOUNTAIN,  69 
Glory  be  to  the  Fath-  249 
Glory,  he  saves,  .  9 
Glory  to  God,  hal-  166 
Glory  to  his  name,  139 
Glory  to  Jesus,  he  .  9 
God  loved  the  world .  4S; 
God  so  loved  the  .  42 
Go,  labor  on  ;  spend .  208 
Golden  sheaves,  .  39 
Go  tell  the  story  of  .  121 
Go  tell  the  world  33 
Go  to  Jesus,  .  .  186 
Oould,  7s,  6  lines,  ,  266 
Go,  work  in  my  vine-  10 
Grace  !  'tis  a  charm- .  233 
Greenville,  8,  7,  4,    .  269 

Hamburg,  L.  M.,  .214 
Happy  day,  .  .  246 
Harvest  time,.  .  52 
Hasten,  sinner,  to  be  259 
Hear  and  answer  .  155 
Hear  the  shout  of  tri-  15 
Hear  you  not  the  .  1 18 
Heaven  is  my  home  263 
Heirs  to  the  kingdom  33 
He  is  calling,.  .  251 
He  came  to  save  .  247 
He'll  mention  th.  .  28 
Help  just  a  little  34 
Here  in  thy  name  we  88 
He's  mighty  to  SAVE  141 
He  that  dwelleth  in  .  116 
Hide  thou  me,  .  260 
Him  that  cometh  .  5 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  .  1 
Holy  Spirit,  faithful .  199 
Hover  o  er  me,  Holy  248 

How  CAN  I  KEEP  PR.  117 

How  gentle  God's  .  211 
How  happy  every  170,  245 
How  restless  the  soul  63 


INDEX. 


How  sweet  the  name  242 
Hungry,  Lord,  for   .  129 

I  am  praying,  blessed  155 

I  AM  RESTING  IN  THE  120 

I  am  so  weak,  dear  .  158 1 

I  DO  BELIEVE,  .         .  195 

I  fled  from  Egypt's  .  55 
I  gave  my  life  for  .  74 
I  have  a  song  I  love,.  175 
I  have  been  to  Jesiis,  176 
T  have  heard  my  Sav-  191 
I  have  sown  the  seed,  128 
I  have  surrendered  to  255 
I  heard  the  voice  of  .  183 
I  know  that  heaven  .  80 
I'll  be  there,.  .  267 
I'll  live  for  him,  .  250 
I  love  my  Saviour,  .  25 
I  love  thy  kingdom,  .  232 
I'm  but  a  stranger  .  262 
I'm  far  away  from  my  13 
I'm  goinq  home  to  .  252 
I'm  happy,  so  happy !  30 
I'm  in  the  promised  55 
i  m  redeemed,.  .  64 
I'm  saved  !  I'm  saved  26 
I  raufit  have  the  Sav-.  151 
In  a  world  so  full  of.  115 
In  darkness  I  wan-  .  144 
In  dreams  I  hear  a  .  32 
In  the  book  of  life  96 
In  the  crimson  of  the  138 
In  the  cross  of  Christ  253 
In  the  good  old  way .  19 
In  the  SHADOW  op  .  119 

In  the  SHAD.  OF  THY  116 

In  thy  book,  where  .  96 
In  thy  cleft,  O  Rock  .  260 
Into  the  fountain  of  .  118 

I  SHALL  BE  SATIS-     .  265 

la  MY  name  written  93 
Is  thy  trembling  .  102 
I  thirst,  thou  wound-  71 
It  just  suits  me,  .  31 
It  will  never  GROW  146 
I've  a  message  from  .  07 
I've  been  WASHED  .  176 
I've  heard  of  streets .  4 
I've  wandered  far  a- .  29 
I  want  to  be  a  work-.  66 
I  was  once  far  away .  53 

I  WILL  GIVE  YOU  REST  185 

I  will  go,  I  cannot  .  89 
I  WILL  shout  his  .  154 
I  will  trust  in  the  123 
I  wish  that  I  hadnev-  189 


Jesus,  and  shall  it  ev-  173 
Jesus  for  me,  .  .  99 
Jesus,  I  come  to  thee  196 
Jesus  is  calling  .  56 
I  Jesus  ls  good  to  me  25 
Jesus  is  mine,  .  .  256 
Jesus  is  passing  by,  82 
Jesus  is  the  light,  the  169 
Jesus  is  waiting  his  .  141 
Jesus,  let  thy  pitying  223 
Jesus  lives,  .  .  7d 
Jesus,  lover  of  my  .  180 
Jesus  my  all  to  heav-  137 
Jesus,  my  Saviour,  is  99 
Jesus  saves,  .  .  127 
Jesus  saves  me,  .  254 
Jesus,  Saviour,  pilot .  263 
Jesus !  the  name  high  227 
Jesus  WILL  give  you  21 
Jesus  will  meet  .  101 
Jesus  WILL  WELCOME  131 
Joy  to  the  world !  the  230 
Just  as  I  am,  thine  .  59 
Just  as  I  am,  without  215 

Keep  CLOSE  TO  Jesus  271 

L(iban,  8.  M.,  .  .  239 
liEAD  me.  Saviour,  .  162 
Leaning  on  Jesus,  .  108 
Leaning  on  the  ev-  171 
Let  THE  BLESSED  S..  81 
Life  wears  a  different  41 
Light  will  greet  .  102 
Listen  to  the  blessed  5 
Living  FOR  Jesus,  .  114 
Look  and  live,  .  97 
Look  up,  lift  up,  .  14 
Look  up  to  Jesus,  .  14 
Lord,  dismiss  us  with  208 
Lord,  I  care  not  for  .  93 
Lord,  I  hear  of  show-  109 
Lord,  I'm  coming  h.  29 
Loving  kindness,  .  201 
Luther,  8.  M ,  .  .232 

Make  me  a  w^orker  .  67 
Ma/ioah,  CM.,  .  241 
Marching  on,  .  .11 
Mee  f  MB  there,  .  60 
Mighty  array  of  the .  76 
Missionary  (7.,  L.  M.  208 
More  about  Jesus  .  35 
More  faith  in  Je-  .  157 
More  like  Jesus,  .  163 
Must  Jesus  bear  the  .  174 


My  faith  looks  up  to  .  202 
My  fatherland,  .  85 
My  Father's  house  13 
My  heavenly  home  is  252 
My  life  flows  on  in  .  117 
My  life,  my  love  I  .  250 
My  soul,  be  on  thy  .  240 
My  soul  in  sad  exile, .  149 
My  soul  sings  glory  .  28 

Nearer,  my  God  !  to.  197 
Never  to  say  fare-  133 

O  bless  the  Lord,  .  190 
O  Christian,  awake  !.  45 
O  come  to  Calvary    .  56 

0  could  I  speak  the  .  226 
Of  him  who  did  sal-.  218 
O  for  a  heart  whiter .  16 
O  for  a  thousand  .  229 
O  happy  day,  that  .  246 
O  have  you  not  heard  146 
Oh,  bless  d  fellowship  14'3 
Oh,  my  heart  is       .  120 

1  Oh,  sing  of  Jesus,  .  64 
Oh,  the  song  of  the  .  143 
Oh,  why  should  we  .  94 
O  love  divine,  how  .  225 
O  mourner  in  Zion,  .  113 
On  Calvary's  brow  .  65 
Once  for  all  the  Sav-.  75 
One  by  one,  th  bonds  187 
One  more  witness  for  105 
Only  believe,.  .  94 
Only  remejmbered,  46 
On  the  desert  moun  .111 
On  the  happy,  golden  60 
On  the  shoals,  .  112 
On  the  way,  .  .  190 
Our  Father  which  .  231 
Our  friends  on  earth.  18 
Out  in  the  breakers  .  37 
Out  on  the  desert  .  54 
Out  to  sea  'midst  .  103 
Over  the  river  they  .  131 

Pass  me  not,  O  gen-  .  193 
Ptnitence,  7,  6,  .  .  223 
Plenty  to  do,  .  .  10 
PleyeVs  Hymn,  7s,  .  261 
Praise,  praise  his  .  Ill 
Prayer  is  the  key,  .  192 
Precious  Saviour,  .  254 
Purity  of  heart,  .  235 
Purity  whiter  th..  118 
Put  my  name  on     .  108 


223 


UNFADING  TREASURES. 


Receive  me  as  I  am,  59 
Kest  in  Jesus,  .  .  207 
Rest,  weary  heart,  .  77 
Revive  us  again,  .  198 
Rockingham  L.  M.y  .  218 
Rock  ill  the  desert,  .  95 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  .  179 

Safe  in  the  glory-.  19 
Salvation  !  O  the  joy-  181 
Satisfied,  .  .  130 
Saved  to  the  utter-  .  1 50 
Save  one,.  .  .  37 
Saviour,  happy  would  01 
Saviour,  lead  me,  .  102 
Saviour,  pilot  me,.  263 
Send  out  the  sunlight  44 
Send  the  light,  .  110 
Serenely  dwell  the  .  1 47  j 
Showers  op  bless-  .  88 
Since  I  found  my  .  41 
Since  I  have  been  .  175 
Singing  for  Jesus,  .  107 
Softly  and  tendeily  .  23 
So  I  CAN  wait,  .  .  80 
Soldiers  in  the  ranks  160 
So  let  our  lips  and  .  219 
Some  go  away  from  .  98 
Some  happy  day,  .  32 
Sometimes  a  light  .  194 
Sowing  in  the  morn-.  39 
Sow  in  the  morn  thy.  212 
Standing  on  the  prom-  1 67 
Stand  up,  and  bless  .  234 
Stand  up,  stand  up  .204 
Steersman,  steersman  02 
Step  out  on  the  pr.  113 
Stepping  in  the  l.  .  51 
Still  out  of  Christ,  .  T52 
Strivinsj  to  do  my  .  114 
Sunshine  IN  the  .  106 
Surrendered,.  .  255 
Sweeping  through  43 
Swing  back  for  one  .  b6 

Take  my  life,  and  let  48 
Take  the  world,  but .  58 
Tell  it  out  with  glad-  68 
Tell  the  story  of  .  121 
That  gentle  whis-  135 
The  beautiful  l.  .  169 
The  beautiful  t  me  84 
The  clear  light  of  144 


The  coming  of  his  .  138 
The  everlas.  arms,  147 
The  everlas.  hymn,  1 

The  GOLDEN  KEY,     .  192 

The  gospel  feast,  .  200 
The  haven  of  best  149 
The  joyful  sound,  .  181 
The  lights  of  homi^  62 
The  Lord's  our  Rock  83 
The  Lord's  prayek  231 
The  morning  light  is  203 
There  is  a  fountain  .  69 
There  is  a  land  of  .  267 
There  is  a  place  where  85 
There  is  peace  in  my  126 
There  is  rest,  sweet  .  91 
There's  a  beautiful  .  84 
There's  a  call  comes .  110 
There's  a  crown  in  .  20 
There's  a  hand  held  .  72 
There's  a  hand  that's  36 
There's  a  place  above  119 
There's  a  widenessin  251 
Tliere's  sunshine  in  .  106 
There  stands  a  Rock.  24 
The  sands  of  time  .  130 
The  Saviour  is  my  .  50 
The  Saviour  WITH .  151 
The  seed  I  have  scat-  52 
The  Shepherd  Jesus, .  134 
The  song  of  the  s.  .  143 
The  stranger  at  .  49 
The  sure  founda-  .  24 
The  tender  voice  of  .  153 
The  very  same  Je-  .  57 
The  voice  of  Jesus,  183 
The  world  is  my  .  79 
Thine  earthly  Sab-  .  221 
This  I  did  for  thee  74 
Though  your  sins  be.  161 
Throw  out  the  life-  .  73 
Thy  Holy  Spirit,  .  40 
Till  he  come  !  oh,  let  264 
To  God,  the  Father,  G.  222 
To  God,  the  Father,  S .  236 
Treasures  in  heav-  20 
Trust  and  obey,  .  17 
Trusting  Jesus,  .  61 
Trying  to  walk  in  the  51 
Turn  to  the  Lord,  8,  7,  270 

Use  me,  O  my  gra-  .  125 
Vain,  delusive  world,  224 
224 


Varina,  C.  M.  D.,  .  245 
Victory  thro'  Je-  .  15 
Victory  through  .  6 


Waiting  for  the  .  128 
We  are  never,  never .  166 

We  ARE  SAILING  O  ER  184 

We  are  singing  on  .  87 
Weary  with  walking.  168 
Webb,  7,  6,       .       .  203 

We  HAVE  AN  ANCHOR  165 

We  have  wandered  .  22 
We  have  heard  a  joy-  127 
We  journey  to  the  .  183 
We'll  be  there  .  4 
Wellesley,  8,  7,  .  .  253 
We'll  meet  again,  .  132 
We'll  never  say  .  18 
We  praise  thee,  .0  .  198 
We're  a  happy  pil-  .  184 
We  shall  walk  with  .  156 
We  walk  by  faith,  .  38 
What  a  fellowship,  .  171 
What  a  wonderful  .  31 
What  glory  gilds  the  243 
What  shall  our  r.  36 
What  will  you  do  .  104 
When  all  thy  mercies  241 
When  I  shall  wake  in  265 
When  I  survey  the  .  217 
When  Jesus  laid  his .  247 
When  the  jewels  of .  90 
When  we  walk  with  17 
Where  shall  we  go  .  140 
While  life  prolongs  .  214 
While  struggling  .  157 
While  THE  YEARS  .  115 
Who'll  enroll  his  .  108 
Who  stands  outside  .  81 
Who,  who  are  these  .  43 
Why  still  unsaved  153 
Will  you  come,  will .  21 
Will  yoc  go  with  .  182 
Will  your  anchor  .  165 
With  our  colors  wav-  11 
Wonderful  story  of  .  27 
Work  for  the  night  is  205 
Wouldst  thou  find  a  .  186 


You  ask  what  makes  154 
You're  longing  to  w.  100 
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Now  Beady! 

'  BY  JNO,  R.  SMENEY  KND  M.  J,  KIRKPKTRICK. 


T  is  with  much  i)]easure  we  can  now  meet  the  wishes  of  numer- 
ous choristers  who  have  been  looking  for  a  new  anthem  book 
by  the  authors  of  Anthems  and  Voltintaries,  The  Ban- 
ner Anthem  Book,  etc. 

Bein^  of  a  bright  and  easy  character,  the  contents  of  this  book  will  be 
found  of  practical  value  in  most  chorus  choirs,  ^fo  higher  commendation 
is  necessary  to  those  who  are  familiar  with  our  former  issues,  than  to  say 
that  this  one  is  like  them  in  all  of  their  good  qui-Uties,— besides  which  it  | 
has  some  advantages  arising  from  the  augmented  experience  of  the  authors. 
It  will  be  found  to  contain  as  many  good  pieces  as  t]ie  other  books,  while 
the  price  is  but  one  half,  a  matter  of  some  consequence  to  many  choirs.  As 
indicated  by  its  name,  the  Organ  Score  (or  short  score  as  sometimes  des- 
ignated) is  used  whenever  possible, — most  music  readers  are  familiar  with 
this  method  of  printing  music ;  nothing  is  gained  by  spreading  four  parts,  | 
with  organ  accompaniment,  over  an  entire  bruce  of  six  lines  when  a  brace 
of  two  lines  will  better  serve  the  purpose,— not  the  least  advantage  being 
that  fewer  turning  over  of  leaves  is  required.  ! 

Hoping  for  this  work  a  favorable  reception  from  our  brother  choristers  ■ 
we  take  pleasure  in  leaving  its  further  criticism  or  eulogy  in  their  hands 


Price,  60  cents  per  copy  (postage  prepaid);  $5.00  per  dozen,  at  store. 

'  PMladelphia:  ]0]l}i  J.  ]iOOT>,  10?4  £rcli  - 


